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M E N. 


CounT BzavrorT, Commandant of the Gallies. 

Lys1Mon, Father to Andrew. 

ANDREW, a Galley Slave. _ 
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Czcilla, Widow to Mr. Olban. . 
AMEL1A, Friend to Cecilia. 
Servants, &c. &c. 


Scene. Toulon, near the Coaft, with a diſtant View 
of the- Gallies. 
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AUTHOR'S, PREFACE, 


ce ANY actions,“ ſays Marmontel, © are 

* buried in oblivion, though more ho- 
ce nourable and intereſting than any recorded in 
« Hiſtory. What a treaſure they would form for 
t Poetry, if they were all collected * !”? 


An event of this nature is choſen for the ſubje& 
of the enſuing Drama, and it could not be held 
forth to the veneration'of the Public at a more 
important juncture. My deſire is to erect a monu- 
ment to the glory of a ſon, who has honoured hu- 
man nature in fight of the ſcaffolds upon which 
two harmleſs parents periſhed. LG | 


| x 


I write, ſays the Author, chiefly for the ſer- 
vice of thoſe among my fellow-citizens, who, 


French Poetry, Tome ad. p. 243. 
a though 


iv THE AUTHOR'S PREFACE. 
though equally ſubjects of the ſame ſovereign, and 
members of the ſame ſtate, remain unfortunately 
attached to the early opinions of Henry the. IVth. 
My Country might bluſh for ever at the execution 
of Calas *, if the tears ſhed upon his remains had 
not waſhed away the ſtain of his blood. The juſ- 
tice done to his memory by the common father of 
all his ſubjects, his royal munificence, and the 
bounty of other ſovereigns + extended to his fa- 
mily, have efficaciouſly driven back all the igno- 
miny of his death upon the head of one eminent 
Fanatic, who 1s reported to have been tortured, 
like another Ore/es, after the perpetration of his 
crime, with all the pangs and horrors of a guilty 
conſcience : if this was not his puniſhment, it was 
at leaſt his deſert, 


Two hundred years ago Calas might have pe- 
riſhed in the ſame manner, but his fate had nei- 
ther been deplored, nor his wrongs avenged. The 
preſent age, cleared from the gloom of enthuſiaſm, 
and refined by letters, ſhrinks with horror at the 
crime, and haſtens to repair it. 


* Arret du Parliament de Tholouſe, du g de Mars 1762, qui 
condamna Calas le pere, au dernier ſupplice. 
+ Empreſs of Ruſſia, Kings of Pruſſia and Denmark. 
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The Stage may perhaps juſtly claim a large ſhare 
in the honour of this revolution. Mankind 1s beſt 
inſtructed by pleaſure ; and the Stage, as formed 
by Corneille and Moliere, is the beſt ſchool of 
Public Virtue, becauſe jt is the moſt agreeable. 


The advantages ariſing from jt will therefore 
increaſe in proportion as the ſubjects treated upon 
it are more nearly connected with the general in- 
tereſts of ſociety, with the virtues, the paſſions, 
and the prejudices of mankind. 


In the middle of an age chiefly characterized by 
humanity, we have been ſtartled at a ſcene of 
blood exhibited by the ſpirit of fanaticiſm in one 
of the faireſt provinces of the kingdom. Human 
nature has been outraged by the imputation of a 
crime which it deteſts, and a Chriſtian Communion 
has been flandered by the accuſation of authorizing 
parents to revenge the converſion of their own 
children by unnatural aſſaſſination. Ar ſuch a 
juncture it was imagined that an uſeful leſſon might 
be conveyed to the Public in a Drama, which 
ſhould ſet forth Catholics and Proteſtants divided 
indeed in belief, but united in morals; both inte- 
reſting by their misfortunes, both reſpectable for 

a 2 their 
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vi THE AUTHOR'S PREFACE, 


their virtues, and attached to each other by the 
different bonds of nature, love, and gratitude. 


Such is the taſk (continues the Author) which 
I have endeavoured to fulfil, though it certainly 
deſerved to be treated by a more able pen than 
mine. I truſt, that the faults in the execution 
will diſappear before the importance of the ſub- 
jet; or, if the performance be blamed, the in- 
tentions of the Writer will at leaſt be commended. 


I am uncertain if the repreſentation of this Piece 
will be allowed, though I am convinced of the ad- 
vantages which might reſult from it. Theatrical 
exhibitions uſually leave an impreſſion on the mind, 
and one is eaſily habituated to live peaceably with 
thoſe with whom one is familiarized upon the 


ſtage. We could hardly go forth from it to tor- 


ment thoſe whoſe misfortunes had- there drawn 
tears from our eyes. The juſtice of the Govern- 
ment means to afford the ſhelter of its laws and 
civil tranquillity to the followers of a ſect, the pub- 
lic exerciſe of whoſe religion it has proſcribed ; 
and I apprehend that the Honeft Criminal, ſubſti- 
tuted in the room of the ſeditious harangues in the 
reign of Charles the IX th, or of the infamous an- 
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nual feſtival * of Tholouſe, would have blunted 
the ſword at the Maſſacre of St. Bartholomew, and 
prevented the erection of the ſcaffold of Calas. 


I need not apologize, ſays Monſieur de Fal- 
baire, for the nature and ſtyle of this compoſition, 
which holds a medium between Tragedy and ſe- 
rious Comedy, becauſe, in ſpite of little critics, 
this kind of writing has now acquired as many 
abettors, as it ever had opponents. Critics are . 
ſufficiently filenced by the Joueur Anglois F (the 
Engliſh Gameſter), which has already rent the 
heart of every reader; and upon the ſtage the 
Gameſter, periſhing by ſuicide in a jail, has drawn 
more tears than were ever beſtowed upon the thea- 
trical diſtreſſes of kings and heroes. 
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Away with thoſe narrow and little hearts, who 
5 can only grieve for the misfortunes of the Great, 
j and vainly fancy the diſtreſſes of Man to be 
beneath the dignity of Tragedy !—Whoever could 


| 
| 
| 


*The Annual Feſtival held at Tholouſe is on the th of 
May, in commemoration of a maſſacre at that place about 200 
years fince, fimilar to that of Saint Bartholomew, and is now 
kept up by the arnfice of the Clergy. 

+ La traduction de cette piece, a Ete joute avec ſucces ſur ls 
Theatre de Myr le Duc d'Orlcans, 


ſmile 
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ſmile at the red cap and jacket of my poor Galley- 
Dave; whoever could refuſe a tear to his virtue and 
his chains; whoever ſhould be immoveable at 
diſtreſs, unleſs dignified with plumes and crowns ; 
that man deſerves not to feel the tender emo- 
tions of the human heart, or to taſte the [wetneſs 
of compaſſionate tears. 
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FILIAL PIETY. 


AS 
S „„ 


Scene opens, and diſcovers a diſtant View of the 
Sea, the Gallies are ſeen near the Shore, f 


Andrew advances from the Bottom of the Stage. 
Andr. LY ALL to the riſing Sun What a 
glorious appearance has thy refreſh- 


ing beams to happy mortals! the unclouded ſky, 

and quiet ſea, promiſe to ſailors a day exempt 

from ſtorms. For me, alas! all days, all ſeaſons, 

are alike; each riſing morn, each ſetting ſun, wears 
B 2 | 


4 THE HONEST CRIMINAL: 
the ſame gloom, the ſame face of horror. Evert 
Hope, that {ſweet flatterer, that divine illuſion, 


which-ſmooths the pillow of diſeaſe and pain, and 
whoſe delufive touch ſheds on afflited minds the 


balm of comfort, relieves the load of poverty, and 
ſoſtains the captive bending with the weight of 
bonds, is loſt on me. [ Kneeling. 

Eternal Power ! who ſeeſt my miſery, pardon 
my complainings ! This galling chain, the ſhame- 
ful ſign of guilt and puniſhment, is dear to my in- 
nocent heart; I glory in its weight, and the know- 
ledge of what I have done ſheds o'er my heart a 
conſoling charm. [riſing] O my much-lov'd, my 
honour'd and unfortunate father, tis not for my- 
ſelf, but for thee, theſe rears bedew my cheeks : 
thy fate, which J am yet ignorant of, plants dag- 
gers in my breaſt. Poor wandering and fugitive 
parent, thy fate without doubt is miſerable, per- 
haps in ſome deſart thou weep'ſt a wretched life, 
or elſe, in bitterneſs haſt already loſt it. Ves, my 
deareſt father, thou haſt doubtleſs fall'n under the 
prefſure of thy cruel misfortunes, or elſe, in the 
time I have been chain'd to this ſhore, I ſhould 
have had ſome news from thee.—Alas! my dear 
father is no more!-—My unhappy parent is num- 
ber'd with the dead. Where then is my unfortu- 
nate mother -O Andrew! turn not thy eyes 
there, ſhe is perhaps weeping over his tomb, and 
filling the air with her cries ; without ſuccour, 


without ſupport, in the 16 midſt of miſery ; at 
this 
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OR, FILIAL PIEKT TJ. 5 
chis moment calling on her wretched ſon: calling 
upon him, alas in vain. -O diſtraction !--O wretched 
mother — What charitable hand will aſſiſt thy 
ſorrowing age Would I could convey to her 


this little money | pulling out a purſe], that during 


my ſlavery I have, by hard labour, earn'd upon 
this beach. But alas! to whom ſhall J apply my- 
ſelf? The unhappy expect much from the com- 
paſſionate; but at the clanking of our chains, even 
Pity, godlike Pity, the divine attribute of the 
human ſoul, flies far away, and every heart, which 
ſeems to ſympathize for the diſtreſs of others, 
thinks it a breach of duty to liſten to ours. But 
let me ſearch on, perhaps I may meet with ſome 
ſtranger of more ſenſibility. 


SCENE I. 


Enter Count Beaufort, and Servant. 


[The Count ſpeaks to the Servant on entering. 
Do not forget to inform me the moment of their 
arrival. [turning to Andrew] Go on board your 
galley, you cannot work to-day; I expect two 
Commiſſioners of the Navy, who come to viſit the 
gallies. Andrew, you muſt remain with the reſt 
of the malefactors on your bench at the oar, but 
do not think I confound you with their crimes— 
[ Andrew bows, and exit. 
I am now going to throw myſelf at the feet of 
my dear Amelia, who for me has refus'd the 
| B 3 greateſt 
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greateſt offers. I owe that happineſs to her charm- 
ing friend. —Alas ! in ſpite of our mutual regard, 
perhaps many years are yet to come before Hymen 
ſhall accompliſh our wiſhes. —Unjuſt Uncle!—Yes, 
*tis to him, 'tis his unkind prejudice, that keeps 
us aſunder, and divides our affections : dear does 
he make me pay for. the adyantages I am to poſleſs 
at his death.—She has not birth ſufficient She 
Amelia! O unkind !—There can be no birth, 
where there 1s no virtue. I am concern'd when I 
hear them reaſon in this manner. How ridiculous 
the afſertion ! that I derogate from my birth, in an 
alliance with Beauty, Virtue, and Good-breeding.— 
Pride only invented the diſtinction of ren to 
ſupply their place. 


Enter Cecilia, Amelia, and Servant, 


Ame. He does not expect to ſee us s ſo early, he 
will be ſurpriz'd. 

Cec. io the Servant] Go to the Count, and 
acquaint him, thar we are arriv'd, and wiſh to ſee 
him. ; 

Serv. See, Madam, the Count prevents me, 
here he is. i 
Ame. { with vivacity] Tis he himſelf— 

Cec. [to the Servant] Tis well! leave us. 
[Exit Servant. 
Count, [ taking Cecilia's hand, and kiſſing it ] Ah, 
Madam! what thanks do I owe you. How can l 
- deſcribe the tranſports of my foul! I want words 
a | oh Why <4 5 
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to expreſs the ſentiments of my heart! Cturning 
to Amelia] Madam, turn your eyes to that lovely 
object, and then form a judgement of the exceſs 
of my gratitude. But you muſt be fatigued with 
your journey; yet, without ſtopping to repoſe 
yourſelves, you prevent the honour of my viſit. 

Cec. There can be no fatigue where our friends 
are concern'd; or, grant there were, the moment 
we have embrac'd them, we are refreſh'd. 

Count. Friendſhip and Love, Madam, divide my 
heart between you. Is it you then, my beautiful 
Amelia? at your feet may I at laſt— 

Ame. | embracing Cecilia] Let me, my dear 
friend, in your boſom, hide my bluſhes, and my 
confuſion. 

Cec. Why, my dear Amelia, ſhould you bluſh ? ? 
Need you be aſham'd to indulge an innocent affec- 
tion for a man of ſuch merit-as the Count? Why 
ſhould you wiſh to conceal from him his happi- 
neſs ? Love, my dear Amelia, when refin'd by 
Virtue, is of all paſſions the moſt noble. 

Ame. Ah! well does he know how dear he is 
to me, our wiſhes are reciprocal, my heart has 
been ſoften'd by his tenderneſs and aſſiduity, and 
from your friendſhip I have been embolden'd to 
confeſs my flame; you have permitted it, my dear 
Cecilia, my protectreſs, and my only ſupport; to 
your generous bounty I am indebted for the hap- 
pineſs I enjoy in, your friendſhip ; I am reſtor'd 


to thoſe parents which heaven had depriy'd me of; 
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you haye done more for me than a ſiſter, kinder 
even than a mother, indulgent ; and attentive to all 
my wiſhes. 

Cec. What! my dear Amelia, do you praiſe me ? 
Do we not love each other But other buſineſs 
has brought me to Toulon; I came here to con- 
clude your marriage, and I am reſolw'd to unite 
you to a lover virtuous and worthy of you. 

Ame. Who !—Me !—That I ſhould engage my- 
ſelf with the Count, without fortune, without 
birth. No, my dear Cecilia, it ſhall never be 
ſaid, that, by ſo imprudent a connexion, I ſhould 
make him forfeit the good opinion of his friends. 
No -I would rather! 

Count. Believe me, my dear Amelia, cues are 
no advantages either of birth or fortune that J 
would not facrifice for your ſake, 

Ame. When an amiable lover reſigns ſuch ad- 
vantages, the woman who permits it would be 
unworthy of his affections. —No! I love you too 
well to ſuffer ſuch a ſacrifice, 

Count. If I conſulted only my own withes, my 
dear Amelia, I ſhould be more ſolicitous with you 
to ſubmit to the requeſt of your friend; J heſitate, 
as it is not in my power to offer you a fortune 
worthy of your exalted merit. My uncle is old, 
perhaps it were better to wait; perhaps in a little 
time he may be brought to OF with my 
wilkes, at 
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Cec. Cruel and hard-hearted parents, who ty- 
rannize over our affections, ſee here the price 
What charms do you find in preventing thoſe 
tears which ought one day to fall on your graves? 
[turning to the Count] You ſhall not wait the 
death of any one to be happy. The fortune you 
expect at the death of your uncle, I will advance 
as a portion with my dear friend. Ves, I return 
thanks to heaven that I have it in my power to 
apply my fortune to ſuch a worthy uſe. Tis in 
thus dividing our riches, that we enjoy them the 
better. 

Ame. Such goodneſs equally overwhelms and 
flatters me. You will force me, my dear friend, 
in ſpite of myſelf, to be ungrateful.—Alas l what 
return can I make for ſuch benefits! 

Cec. Only to accept them—and never mention 

them again. 
Ame. No, my dear Cecilia, honour and duty 
forbid both the one and the other : it becomes my 
friendſhip to moderate yours, to prevent its ex- 
ceſs, and never to obliterate it from my mind; and 
while my grateful heart refuſes your generous 
offer, to publiſh your goodneſs to me to the world. 
Il mult not accept it. 

Cec. Stop, Amelia !—Your refuſal will wound 
the heart of your friend. Let us diſpatch to ſecure 
your happineſs. You know that ſoon, alas ! per- 
haps too ſoon! | Aſide] | muſt reſign my liberty, 
mult enter into freſh engagements ; but before l 

loſe 
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loſe it in the arms of a maſter, I ſhall have at leaſt 
the joy to have made the laſt uſe of it, in favour 
of two ſuch amiable and worthy friends. 

Ame. Too generous friend! — 

Count. O incomparable woman! — Sex ever 
charming !—ſometimes adorable ! [king her hand 
wwith tranſport |— 

Cec. Moderate your tranſports, you owe me 
nothing. In doing a good action, we work only 
for ourſelves. Love each other, —Love me,—this 
is the price I expect for my friendſhip. 


Enter Servant. 


Serv. Sir, they are arriv'd, and are enter'd the 
apartments prepar'd for them. 

Count. I am under the neceſſity of leaving you 

for {ome time, but be aſſur'd, I ſhall not be happy 


till I fee you again. I Exit Count. 


Ame. It hurts me, my dear Cecilia, to ſee you 
fo much affected; while you are generouſly com- 
pleating the happineſs of your friend, you are 
miſerable yourſelf, your tears fall in ſpite of you, 
ſome conceal'd grief lies heavy at your heart. 

Cec. All the world have their diſtreſſes, my 


dear Amelia, 'tis the lot of human nature. 


Ame. And why will you not open your heart 
to me? Why do you conceal from me, my dear 
friend, the grief which oppreſſes you? Alas! I 
am unhappy, if you will not confide in my diſere- 

tion, 
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tion. Is it only by gifts that one can ſhew one's 
affection? Indeed, my dear Cecilia, tis your grief, 
and not your riches, that my friendſhip would di- 
vide with you: the recital of your misfortunes 
would alleviate and give vent to your ſorrow; 
equally ſenſible, our minds reſemble each other; 
at leaſt, we ſhould enjoy the conſolation of weep» 
ing over your misfortunes together. 

Cec. Well then, my dear friend, know, that 
tis the fight of your happineſs which has thus 
affected me. To conceal my griets, I have made 
many efforts, but alas! in vain: but I can never 
enjoy ſuch endearing tranſports; condemn'd by 
cruel deſtiny from my infancy, I have been un- 
happy, and oblig'd to fulfil the ſevereſt duties. 

Ame. But if Mr. Saint Pierre is a man not to 
your taſte, if you do not love him, why do you 
marry him? Are you not your own miſtreſs ? 

Cec. I don't know—I would willingly accom- 
pliſh the laſt wiſhes of a dying huſband, who 
ſhew'd me ſo much tenderneſs. A little time 
before death had clos'd his eyes, he ſaid to me, 
6 I bequeath to you, my dear Cecilia, all my 
effects; yet nevertheleſs, I have a nephew who 
] hope may prove agreeable to you, and by 
* uniting your deſtinies, you will reſtore to him 
* thoſe effects, which perhaps I unjuſtly deprive 
* him of. May my dear Saint Pierre love you, 
and be agreeable to you!“ 


Ane. 
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Ame. Well but, my dear, he has not been able 
to pleafe you, you can have no engagements to 
him: beſides, he has reſided ſo long in the remote 
parts of America, that he is become a perfect 
Miſanthrope, and has, by remaining ſo many 
years in a ſavage climate, acquir'd their manners. 

Cec. He is return'd in order to marry me. 

Ame. No! without this marriage, his affairs 
oblig'd him to take this voyage, as his enemies 
have commenc'd a law-ſuit againſt him. "MF 

(ec. He only waits the determination of the ſuit 
to preſs our union. | 
Ame. I fear the ſucceſs is very doubtful. 

Cec. I differ in opinion with you; I will anſwer 
for the juſtneſs of his cauſe, I believe Mr. Saint 
Pierre is irreproachable in his conduct, his whole 
crime is the having corrected abuſes, which as an 
honeſt man he could not tolerate without render- 
ing himſelf culpable, and his accuſers are known 
villains. 

Ame. That does not fignify, he has got vouch- 
ſaf d to viſit even one of the judges: his ſenti- 
ments, my dear friend, are antediluvian, but in 
this age of univerſal depravity they are a crime. 
So Gothic a mind will but little advance his 
affairs. | 
Cec. Whatever may be his particularities, his 
character is dear to me; it is, my friend, conforma- 
ble to my own; his bluntneſs is the effect of ſince- 
rity; and if he 1s not a man of the world, yet he 

. is 
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is a good man; his virtue is ſolid, and without 
diſſimulation. In ſhort, I eſteem him; and per- 
haps, my Amelia, he might have inſpir'd me with 
ſentiments more tender, and more conformable to 
his wiſhes, could my heart ever again have been 
ſuſceptible of the tender paſſion. 

Ame. I cannot reconcile to myſelf, my dear 
Cecilia, your conſtant mourning ; your deceas'd 
huſband approach'd near fixty, a time of life ſo 


very different from yours, that, however gratitude 


might make you eſteem him, love muſt have been 
out of the queſtion. | 

Cec. My bluſhes and my danger W too 
much; learn then, my dear Amelia, the ſecret of 
my heart; a ſecret which nothing but thy friend- 
ſhip could ever draw from me. I lamented my 
huſband, but gratitude and duty were the only 
eauſe of my grief. When I married Olban, the 
will of my father made this marriage necellary ; 
but alas, Amelia! in giving my hand, . rent 
my heart [Sighs]. 

Ame. This then, my friend, is the ſubject of your 
melancholy; this is the cauſe of thoſe black 
clouds, that have obſcur'd your beſt days. Per- 
haps ſome other flame poſſeſs d your heart ? 
| Cec. That flame, alas! is not yet extinguiſh'd ; 
when we once love, Amelia,—it is for ever. Our 
parents for a long time approv'd our unhappy 
paſſion, they were fix'd in a province where many 


of the inhabitants follow'd a different religion, in 
Vain 
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vain were they invited to change their ſentiments, 


they obſtinately follow'd a proſcrib d ſet. In the 
fame houſe where we liv'd, there reſided a clergy- 


man whoſe name was Lyſimon, he was a good 


man, and a fincere Chriſtian, a lover of his coun- 
try, zealous for his party, and avowing it without 
diſguiſe: in his obſcure retreat, the care of ren- 
dering happy 2 beloved wife, and educating a 
darling ſon, the only fruit of their love, made him 
enjoy the ſweeteſt of thoſe bleſſings which Nature 
has in ſtore : his chief employment was preaching 


to his brethren in ſecret, and offering up his pious 


prayers to the great Father of the Univerſe. Alas! 
had he not been virtuous, what had become of us! 
A wealthy man in the neighbourhood, for whom 
my father had work'd for tome time, died without 
paying him. 

Ame. Tis too much the cuſtom among the 

Cee His eſtates were all entail'd on an avari- 
cious heir, who made uſe of his right over his cre- 


ditors, and they loſt what was due to them. My 


father, ruin'd by ſo unforeſeen a blow, could no 
longer fulfil his engagements; every thing he had 
in the world was ſeiz'd, his effects, the furniture 
of his houſe, nay the common utenſils of his trade, 
nothing eſcap'd their fury. 
Ame, I tremble for you. 
Cec. I was very young then; yet, my dear friend, 
I ſhall ever remember thoſe frightful moments: my 
4 mother 
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mother ſat on the ground with me yet an infant 
on her knee, my father ſtood like a ſtatue, his eye 
fix d on us, a ſtern ſilence enſued, not a word, not 
even a ſigh eſcap'd him; yau would even have 
ſuppos'd him depriv'd of his ſenſes. At that mo- 
ment Lyfimon enter'd. * I have this inſtant,“ 
cry'd he, “ learnt your misfortune, and am come 
© to. relieve you; conſole yourſelf, my brother: 
te though we honour the Almighty in a different 
«© manner, yet we are {till children of the ſame 
« Father; and it is the command of that common 
«© Father, that we loye each other. I am come 
&© to offer you a part of that which Providence has 
„ put in my power: come home with me. 
«© Though my fortune is far from being opulent, 
& yet I have enough to furniſh you for the pre- 
&« ſent, and we will divide that little I poſſeſs, till 
& I ſhall have it in my power to re- eſtabliſu you 
in your profeſſion.“ In finiſhing theſe words, 
which ſince have been repeated to me a thouſand 
times, he ſmil'd upon me, took me in his arms; 
and carried me home; my father and mother fol- 
low'd in ſpeechleſs n 

Ame. My God! my dear friend, what you tell 
me ſurprizes me. Are Hugenots capable of ſuch 
ſentiments? They have ever been painted to me in 
the moſt frightful colours. 

Cec. They deceiv'd you. We are too much 
prejudic d _ on in 2 their errors, 

let 
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let us honour their virtues: in this world it becomes 
us to be equitable. 

Ame. Finiſh your ſtory, my dear Cecilia, which 
has ſufficiently rous'd my attention. Tell me what 
this worthy man did for you? 

Cec. Although he was but poor, his kind, his 
charitable zeal reliev'd us from our trouble; he 
rais'd a fubſcription amongft his brethren, which 
was more than ſufficient to repair our broken for- 
tunes: we ſtill remain'd under the ſame roof with 
ſuch dear friends, and form'd but one family; the 
good Lyſimon Jook'd upon me as his daughter, 
whilſt my parents, aſſiduous in their buſineſs, by 
gratitude ſtrove to maintain their benefactors in 
eaſy circumſtances, Lyſimon brought me up with 
his ſon the young Andrew. 

Ame. [| ſmiling] O! I underſtand, a ſoft ſenti- 
ment,— 

Cec. Was the fatal event which fortune had 
contriv'd againſt us. Lyſimon divided his, atten- 
tion between us, and I receiv'd the ſame inſtruc- 
tion that he. gave the young Andrew: there was 
only one point that his delicacy left to the care of 
my mother, and that was in the article of religion; 
although he lov'd his own, he would not induce 
me to quit that which I had been brought up in. 
« Tf,” ſaid he, © man be deceiv'd in his faith, 
ec the errors imbib'd from his faith will be more 
« worthy of pardon before God, than any he may 


* afterwards make choice of: but in regard to 
leflong 
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leſſons of virtue and morality, Lyſimon had the 
ſame attention to both ; nor can it be ſurprizing, 
that two hearts, form'd under the ſame hand, ſhould 
in the end be attach'd to each other. Friendſhip 
firſt united our early years, which afterwards gave 
place to a more refin'd paſſion : our fond parents 
approv'd the growing flame, and a day was fix'd 
upon for our union, when a ſudden death ſnatch'd 
my dear mother from us. O Heaven! if this mar- 
riage did not appear criminal in thy fight, why 
didſt thou mark thy diſpleaſure by ſtriking ſo dear 
a head?—Alas! the wound {till bleeds afreſh at 
the bare recital. | Weeps] 


Enter Servant. 


Serv. Madam, I believe by this time Mr. Saint 
Pierre is arrivd; I have ſeen one of his ſervants, 
who inform'd me, that his maſter was expected 
every moment. 

Cec. Alas! what do I hear —Mr. Saint Pierre 
arriv'd !— 

Serv. Yes, Madam. 

Cec. | taking hold of Amelia] Amelia, ſupport 
me, I ſtagger, my ſenſes are furpriz'd !— 

Ame. Be not ſo alarm'd, my friend be more 
yourſelf !— 

Cec. [weeping] *Tis done, my dear Amelia! 
Yes! yes! I am loſt! his law-ſvit is finiſh'd, he 
comes to marry me, and I am miſerable! Behold 


the 


19 THE HONEST. CRIMINAL : 

the critical minute that decides my fate. Let us 

retire, my dear friend, and conſult the beſt means 

to relieve the preſent anguiſh of my mind. 
1 | ot Excunt, 


C2 


End of AcT the Fist. 
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Enter Mr. Saint Pierre. 


St. Pierre. & T length, thanks to heaven, the 

event has fully juſtified my opi- 
nion of mankind : and let thoſe who have hitherto 
ſupported the party of a vicious age, now blame 
my melancholy reflections, and aſk me, what rea- 
ſon I have to hate the world ?—what harm it has 
done me, and of what I complain? — The malice 
that reigns in the world is a thouſand times worſe 
than I could poſſibly have imagin'd ; he gangrene 
is at the heart, circulation is floppd, and the whole 
body is corrupted. Equity is but a name, Honour 
but a chimera, and Society but a troop of robbers, 
a troop of harden'd villains and of lying ſyco- 
phants : the honeſt man alone falls a- victim to 
his own virtues, and becomes the prey of fri- 
umphant vice. 


Enter Count Beaufort. 


Count | running to embrace him J. Tis he! 'tis he 
_ himſelf ! my dear, my worthy friend. 

St. Pierre [retiring], Your friend! —me!—l 
have no friend. 


C 2 : | Count, 


{ 
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Count. What do you ſay? What ſtrange ideas 


have taken poſſeſſion of your brain Don't you 


know me? 
St. Pierre. No I—I tell you that I have no 
friend, T am ruin'd. 
Count. You !— 
St. Pierre. Ruin'd entirely! I have loſt my for- 
tune, and have nothing left. 
Count. What! is your law-ſuit decided then? 
St. Pierre. Yes, my law-ſuit is gone to the 


devil; and I with that you, myſelf, and all the 


world, were there. 

Count. Vet your law-ſuit ſeem'd to me to be in- 
diſputably right. | | 
St. Pierre. God defend the innocent who reckons 
upon the juſtice of his cauſe! for, good or bad, 
from the iniquity of the judges, I am aſſur'd that 
I ſhould have loſt it. Injuſtice governs the world, 


Intrigue and intereſt are the only ſprings by which 


the wicked ſupport each other, and whoever is not 


"a raſcal runs the riſque of being hang'd. 


Count | embracing him]. Still let us embrace, my 
dear Saint Pierre; believe me, and don't fay that in 
this world no virtue is left; though every virtue, 
according to your idea, 1s exil'd trom the world, 
you will find them all united in the heart of the 


- amiable Cecilia, Do not therefore complain of 
Fortune, when ſhe is to unite you to a woman 
- who has had the generoſity to complete my happi- 


neſs; nor can you have a doubt remaining of yours. 
- St, Pierre. 
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K. Pierre. HoW!— | 

Count. She has given Amelia to. my x 
wiſhes, —ſhe has even advanc'd her a large for- 
tune; in fine, ſhe only left Paris to conduct her 
friend here, to haſten our n and to pour 
upon us 

St. Pierre. Thank 1 ſome —_ actions 
are ſtil] left in the world; I did not believe it! 

Count. Ah my friend! this day I hope will be 
equally joyful to us both, by a double union. 

St. Pierre. O Cecilia, Cecilia! only you are 
left me! Your heart is the only aſylum where, 
flying from the fatal commerce of mankind, a 
heaven is ſtill open for me; 'tis you alone who can 
render life pleaſing to me—But who knows, after 
all I am fo unhappy !—Perhaps ſhe herſelf. — 
See we are interrupted, — tis Ry I ow 

ou. 
7 Count. And why ? what can induce you to wan 
her? 

St. Pierre. Be ſo kind to ſay nothing of my 
misfortunes, her friend fhall be inform'd of every 
thing from myſelf; I ſhall then be able to Judge 
what eee in her foul. Farewel ! 

[Exit St. Pierre. 


Enter Amelia. 


Count. Nothing now, Madam, oppoſes the ar- 
dour of my paſſion; and the tendereſt of lovers will 
then be the happieſt of mortalss. 

C 3 Ame, 
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Ame. My happineſs will be mix'd with bitter- 
neſs, when J ſee my dear friend, to whom I am 
indebted for every thing, a prey to her own pri- 
vate misfortunes” _ | 

Count. From whence can they ſpring ? Fortune 
and Nature have ftrove to outvie each other in 
heaping on her their choiceſt bleſſings. 

Ame. Yet cruel Fate ſheds a ſecret poiſon on 
all theſe bleflings ; my friend has laid open to me 
the ſecrets of her heart. Hymen only offers to 
her odious chains, and the pretenſions of Saint 
Pierre are at this time her greateſt torments; yet 
ſhe has not reſolution enough to ſhake him off; 
tis you that muſt render her this piece of ſervice : 
Fou are his friend, beg him to deſiſt from his pre- 
tenſions, tell him that an honeſt man can never 
find any pleaſure in an union with a woman, which 
ſhe ſubmits to with reluctance: tell him — 
Count. Me, Madam - And do you think that TI 
can ſtab my friend to the heart, — that I can carry 
deſpair to the mind of one, already but too 
wretched; and whom, perhaps, but too heavy 
misfortunes have overwhelm d? O heavens! what 
a fatal diſcovery have you made to me I She 
loves him not !—O unhappy Saint Pierre! this 
was the only blow left to ſtrike thee. 

Ame. Cecilia is more to be pitied than he is,— 
in a word, my dear Count, it muſt be done, you 
-muſt make this ſacrifice to friendſhip. She is ſtill 
divided, and a prey to her own wretched feelings : 

Our 
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our friendſhip muſt reſcue her from the fate which 
threatens her. She comes ; leave — and fly to 
ſerve her. 

Count, [aſide] How ſhall T tell him! 1 cannot 
be the bearer of ſuch news; but too ſoon will he 
receive his dreadful doom. Exit Count. 


Enter Cecilia. 


Cec. He is at length return'd, but he comes in 
vain,—I am determin'd,—yes, I am reſolv'd. 
I will diſcover to him the ſecrets of my ſoul; he 
will find that my heart, faithful to its firſt paſſion, 
cannot, without horror, ſuſtain the idea of ſecond 
nuptials.— Ves, my dear Andrew, my ſoul is full 
of thee, my heart is united to thee by a ſecret 
charm, which no time can break. 

Ame. O my friend! ſuch love and ſuch con- 
ſtancy merit other rewards But continue your 
narration ; you ſaid, every thing was agreed upon, 
you had juſt touch'd upon the moment in which 
you were to form ſo charming an union. Tell me, 
what caprice of fortune; what could happen to 
break a connexion, which your mother had nn 
agreed to? | 

Cec. Surely Heaven in its wrath had reſolv'd to 
afflict me with all its horrors; and that the ſame 
tomb which receiv'd my mother ſhould likewiſe 
ſwallow up all my hopes. When we had mourn'd 
two months, my lover preſs'd my father to name 

C 4 the 
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the day when he would receive him as his fon ; | 
but gueſs his aſtoniſhment, when he inform'd us, 
that a ſuperior fate had deceiv'd our expectations, 
and that an obſtacle had aroſe, which muſt inevita- 
bly ſeparate us for ever.—He inform'd us, that 
my mother on her death-bed had pronounc'd the 
dreadful ſentence. Whether induc'd by her con- 
feſſor, or whether it was owing to the weakneſs 
of a lingering diſorder, or the effect of thoſe fears 
which attend our laſt moments; ſhe was fearful 
that Love might undermine my religious ſenti- 
ments—ſhe apprehended that I ſhould embrace the 
doctrines that a beloved huſband profeſs'd—ſhe 
thought my eternal ſalvation in danger.—In fine, 
ſhe communicated to my fathex. her doubts and 
apprehenſions, and ſeizing the tender moments of 
ſo affecting a ſcene, when every emotion of love 
and tenderneſs were awake, aſſiſted and prompted 
by her zeal, ſhe made my father promiſe by an 
oath, that he never would conſent to the projected 
alliance. My father, trembling in her icy arms, 
in ſpite of himſelf, ſeal'd our deplorable fate.— 
He join'd his tears to ours in the relation ; but the 
oath,—the dreadful barrier to our ſofteſt wiſhes, 
remain'd alas! immoveable. | Yeeps] 

Ame. Your grief muſt have been exceſſive, as 
you were oblig'd no doubt to ſeparate. - 

Cec. The grief of our parents was not leſs 
affecting than our own; a thouſand times embra- 
cing, and taking each other in our arms, —as often 

did 
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did we renew them, and ſtill re- acted the ſame ſad 
ſcene over again: ſearce, for the interruption of 
tears, could we pronounce the fatal, the cruel fare- 
wel! it hung upon our tongues, and the ſqund 
was loſt in ſobs.—This cruel moment is ever pre- 
ſent to my mind; 'tis the conſtant companion of 
my ſad heart; tis the idea which feeds my melan- 
choly contemplations. [Weeps. 

Ame. Inform me, what became of fuch dear 
friends ? 

Cec. They retir'd at firſt into a neighbidelng 
cottage,and foon after quitted the country entirely. 
About that time Mr. Olban returning from Cadiz 
paſs'd through Rochelle, he ſaw me, and was 
ſtruck with my figure. God knows! it was very 
far from my deſire to pleaſe : my father and he 
inſtantly concluded the match. I confented to it, 
offering myſelf a victim, to comfort the old age of 
an affectionate parent: but long he did not enjoy 
the ſacrifice ; ſcarce had he conducted me to the 
altar, than he fell ſick, and ſoon rejoin'd my mo- 
ther in the grave; in my arms he ended his laſt 
moments.—How happy ſhould I have been, my 
dear Amelia, had death at that inſtant raviſh'd me 
from a life, in which I am doom'd to ſuffer conti- 
nual misfortunes! 

Ame. O amiable! O incomparable woman ! 
whoſe virtues can only be ſurpaſs'd by your mis- 
fortunes !—What a model has Heaven preſented 
in e for our imitation: ever ſubmiſſive and re- 

ſign'd 
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ſign d to your fate, you conſtituted by your beha- 


viour the felicity of a man, while in ſecret your 
heart was breaking, at the cruel tye which united 


Fou. 


Cec. Ah! little can you conceive the torments 


that I ſuffer d.— How miſerable, alas! is that mar- 


riage, when, deteſting its rites, we are under the 
cruel neceſſity of receiving the careſſes of a man 
we cannot love; when duty obliges us to feign 
ſentiments which the heart repulſes with horror. 


Tes! I can atteſt it, that to a woman of ſenſibility, 


ſuch connexions are moſt dreadful; and all the 
aid that virtue can give us in ſuch trying moments 
is, that, though doom'd to ſuch a hell, we are in 


it, without the remorſe of a. bad conſciencee. 


Ame. Since that time, have you had no news 
of the unhappy Andrew, and his'worthy family? 
Cec. No, never! — | Kneels] May Providence 
ſhower down upon them the choiceſt of his bleſ- 
ſings! and may'ſt thou, my deareſt Andrew, never 


caſt back one melancholy thought on thy ſorrow- 
ing Cecilia! May thy heart be leſs tender, and leſs 
affectionate than mine! and, though far from me, 


may'ſt thou meet with that repoſe which cruel Fate 


denies to me! [ Riſes, 


Ame. What! are you ſtill ignorant ? 

Cec. Iam; which adds to my uneaſineſs. During 
the life of my huſband, decency forbade my enqui- 
ries: ſince his deceaſe, and during the courſe of 
two years, my ſearches have been fruitleſs. Per- 

haps 
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haps they are retir'd to ſome diſtant climate, 
perhaps they no longer exiſt.— In 1 880 I deſpair 
of ever ſeeing them again. | 

Ame. Who knows? Chance 8 eee 
what has eſcap'd our moſt minute CAR 
is ſtill poſſible 

Cec. No, my dear Amelia! my ite will 
never ceaſe but by my death. — No, I never ex- 
pect to ſee them again; and, if my mind abhors 
freſh engagements, *tis not to any chimerical hope, 
that it owes its refuſal. No! to ſuch a point, to 
ſuch an exceſs, — but, alas! my mind is agitated 
with a thouſand ideas which flatter, ' which, abuſe 
my credulity.,—Let me recall my wandering ſenſes; 
and then tell me, my friend, can I without à crime, 
being miſtreſs of myſelf, follow another to the 
altar, and there plight a vow which every emo- 
tion of my heart denies! No, Saint Pierre, you 
muſt no longer think of it !—Virtue, Duty, and 
Honour, all forbid the union !—Here he is. 


Enter Saint Pierre. | 


St. Pierre [bowing to Cecilia), Perhaps my pre- 
ſence, Madam, may ſurprize. I did not think to 
follow you ſo or in this age, nothing is 
extraordinary. 

Cec. You have finiſh'd your law- ſuit, Sir; and 
it is no doubt in your favour. 

St. Pierre. Madam, it is loſt Perhaps i it is the 
moſt iniquitous deciſion that was ever given in a 

court 
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court of juſtice. Every ſpring that intereſt, that 
chicanery, that court-favour, could put in motion, 
were diſplay'd againſt me; even money was not 
ſpar'd to buy the protection of the powerful: the 
Great, now openly ſell their intereſt. In ſhort, I 
had every thing to combat with.—I am oppreſs'd, 
Il am ruin'd,—I am undone.— And why! be- 
cauſe I behav'd in my office with integrity, and for 
having detected the impoſitions of raſcals, over 
whom it was my duty to keep a watchful eye; 
had I ated like them, I ſhould have eſcap'd pu- 
niſhment. 

Cec. What, Sir, all your effects ? that immenſe 
fortune ? 
St. Pierre. Is forfeited. 
Cec. The deciſion has not attack'd your cha- 
rater ; that, I hope, ſtands unimpeach'd. 
St. Pierre. That was of too little conſequence ; 
the raſcals wanted my fortune, and that they have 
got : they left me Honour, —becauſe they did not 
know what to do with it, —After all, what does it 
ſignify? Of what value is that vain chimera, that 
reputation of which we are ſo fooliſhly enamour'd ? 
Honour reſides in our own breaſt, in that ſelf-ap- 
Probation which we feel within ns, flowing from 
the rectitude of our intentions; and not in the 
opinion of a wicked and fooliſh world, which is 
guided by caprice and error, which equally ap- 
proves or condemns without conſulting reaſon. 


The virtuous man ! he truly wiſe ! will ſoon learn 
| | to 
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to diſpenſe with that bubble, reputation; or, at 
leaſt, will confine it to the ſelf-approving dictates 
of his own heart, —After what I have experienc'd, 
it is ſufficient for me to enjoy your eſteem ; with 
the reſt of the world I have broke all commerce. 

Cec. You need not doubt it, Sir; I ſhall render 
you that juſtice you are denied elſewhere; But 
too often the judges cannot penetrate the truth, 
through that veil of deceit and chicanery, with 
which the law is clouded : and though their deci- 
ſions may be unjuſt, their own * is unim- 
peach'd. 

St. Pierre. No, Madam! there is none left in 
this age: you judge too favourably of mankind; 
they have taught me to think differently, they are 
all falſe, perverſe, and form'd of the ſame matter. 
In a reverſe of fortune, they appear in their pro- 
per deformity. My friends ſurrounded me on the 
day of trial, and gave me freſh aſſurances of the 
continuance of their regard. In a ſhort time I 
call'd upon them, but their doors were ſhut againſt 
me; I met them in the ſtreet, they redoubled their 
ſpeed, and ſtrove to avoid me. This is friendſhip! 
This is the world ! Ah! I know it well! While 
you are in proſperity, and have no need of their 
aſſiſtance, every heart, every hand, and every 
purſe, is open to you: but let Adverſity change 
the picture, and cold lifeleſs pity is all they offer; 
they fly from the unfortunate, as if they were ap- 
prehenſive that calamities were contagious, and 

that, 
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that, were they an eye · witneſs of your diſtreſs, it 
would communicate to them, and turn the tide of 
their more proſperous fortunes. 

Cec. So much inhumanity, Sir, is not univerſal. 
No! if there are in the world ſouls: hard, obdu- 
rate, and unſeeling, there are likewiſe thoſe of the 
keeneſt ſenſtbility, who enter into the diſtreſſes of 
the unfortunate, are penetrated with their ſighs, 
and are happy to wipe away the tears from the 
brow of affliftion. You have ſtill friends left, 
who will. eſteem themſelves happy, if you will 
Permit— 

St. Pierre. Madam, *tis true, you are Nil left 
me; ſurrounded on all ſides by the wicked and 
perfidious, you are my refuge, and my laſt re- 
ſource ; you govern my fate; as you pronounce, 
I ſhall become either happy or miſerable. -I need 
not ſay how dear you are to me, as you already 
know it : before this unfortunate event, when my 
fortune equall'd yours, in pretending to your 
hand, I only obey'd the dictates of a heart, which 
felt for you the pureſt, the ſincereſt, the ſofteſt, 
ſentiments that Love could inſpire. My fortune 
indeed has chang'd, but my heart is ever the ſame ; 
I bore my former proſperity with moderation, my 
miſery of to-day I flatter myſelf I ſhall ſupport 
with a manly reſolution. Yet, Madam, permit me 
to declare to you, that my misfortunes ought to 
make no impreſſion on your mind, which I know 


to be equally good and exalted ; nor would I now 
accept 
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accept your hand, did I only owe it to your pity. 
Forget, Madam, at this moment, the requeſt of 
your deceas'd huſband, let not this, or any other 
conſideration, influence your reſolves 3 tis only 
your heart, Madam, that you muſt conſult on this 
occaſion ; and let not pity, that poor ſupport, be 
heard in it: in ſhort, if love does not accompany 
your eſteem, I renounce my pretenſions.— Adieu, 
Madam! reflect on what I have ſaid. 
[Exit St. Pierre. 

Cer. Ah! my dear Amelia! can there yet be 
more miſery in ſtore! See the frightful gulph, 
which opens before me. 

Ame. Can you not relieve his diſtreſſes, my 
friend, without ſacrificing your perſon? 

Cec. What ſhall I do? he has n left. I 


am his only refuge. 
Ame. I ſee one of the * approach us, 


let us retire. 

Cec. O, my dear Amelia! let us think of the 
_ unfortunate Saint Pierre; you ſee he is ruin'd ; 
would you have me deſert him at ſuch a junc- 
ture? | 
Ame. No! you will find the means to relieve 
him, but ſee the ſlave advances, pardon my weak- 
neſs, we are alone -I tremble.— 

Cec. Well then, let us retire. O God! to what 
ſtrange events haſt thou preſerv'd me, and to 
what trials expos'd my weakneſs! Are not my 
own misfortunes ſufficient to oppreſs me, but that 


I muſt become the victim of others? [| Exeunt. 
2 Enter 


— —— * = 
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Enter Andrew. 


Andr. They are gone! and ſeem'd to avoid 
me; the very ſight of me inſpir'd them with hor- 
ror !—Alas! I cannot blame them, their alarms 
are juſt ! Chain'd and confounded among male- 
factors, I ſhare with them in the infamy that fol- 
lows their atrocious crimes.—But I am wrong, I 
muſt endeavour to get acceſs to them by means 
of their ſervants; perhaps the hiſtory of my miſ- 
fortunes, my ſighs, may touch them; the heart of 
the ſex is ever tender and- compaſſionate ; by na- 
ture form'd for love, they are ſoon affected. 

O thou dear object of my continual ſighs ! 
thou, whoſe idea is ever preſent to my mind! 
my ſoul, as in thoſe happier times, when ſmiling 
Fortune approv'd, and nearly completed our union; 
why cannot I find ſome heart, whoſe ſenſibility 


can equal thine? O yirtuous Cecilia! pardon me 


if a name ſo ſacred .eſcapes my lips in this vile 
place! O cruel and unjuſt Fate, how have I 
merited /—Alas! I could have borne my misfor- 


tunes with greater conſtancy, had Heaven pour'd 
its vengeance only on my head. - But my parents! 


perhaps a deſtiny equally ſeyere attends their aged 


ſteps. Kneeling] O my God! if ſtill they live, 
comfort their diſtreſs! and let not the miſery of 


their unhappy ſon add weight to their aflitions ! 
—{[ Ri/ing] In vain do 1 wet theſe ſhores with my 
tears, 
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tears, the ſad hour approaches, when I muſt again 
enter the deteſted priſon, the abode of ſhame and 
calamity.— But firſt I will addreſs myſelf to ſome 
of the ſervants, to conduct me to theſe ſtrangers; 
I will expoſe to them my griefs, my troubles, and 
my wiſhes. 1 feel my heart conſol'd with ſoft and 
deluſive hope. If Nature has exerted her kindeſt 
influence on their ſouls, if they have enjoy'd the 
happineſs of affectionate parents, they will not 
have the cruelty to turn a deaf ear to my humble 
wiſhes. | 


[Exits 


End of Aer the SECOND 
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Wy 


Enter Count and Amelia. 


Count. T HE mind of Cecilia ill fluctuating 

and uncertain may, in the end per- 
haps, declare itſelf in favour of Saint Pierre. 
What a pleaſing addition to my happineſs, were 
they at the ſame time to * us to the 
_ 

Ame, No! that double union can never take 
place.— This day may fee them married ,—but for 

us, —[ fight] 

Count. What of us! 

Ame. At preſent 1 it cannot take place ; - at leaſt, 
we muſt wait till time— 

Count. O Heavens! what do I hear? From 
whence can ariſe this unexpected change? What 
motive, Madam? 

Ame. The reaſon is not difficult to divine; it 
ought equally to ſtrike you; Saint Pierre's for- 
tune is ruin'd; if he marries Cecilia, can I with 
| Juſtice accept the kindneſs ſhe has offer'd me? Is 
not her fortune by that generous deed. confidera- 
Dy leflen'd? And her —— may one day re- 

proach 


OR, FILIAL PIETY: 35 
proach us with the generoſity of their mother: it 
becomes us to prevent any future reflections that 
might be thrown upon our conduct, and by a well- 
tim'd refuſal ſet proper bounds to the generolity 
of our friend; her ſenſibility may carry her 
beyond the bounds of prudence, and a future off- 
ſpring might make her inwardly regret her too 
tender, her too ſuſceptible feelings. In ſhort— 

Count. Ves, my dear Amelia! your reflections 
are too juſt! and though my happineſs is de- 
fer'd, I feel my paſſion for you encreas'd; and the 
admiration I am in at your noble ſentiments will 
inſpire me with courage to ſupport my diſappoint- 
ment. 

Ame. I fee my friend approach, leave us. 

Count. Though the happineſs of my friend Saint 
Pierre will be the deſtruction of mine, yet it is my 
requeſt, that yon will be his warmeſt advocate, and 
plead his cauſe with that irreſiſtible grace which 
enchants all thoſe who approach you, [ Exit, 


Enter Cecilia, 


Cec. My dear Amelia, come and congratulate 
me on the victory I have gain'd over my heart. 
have at length reſolv'd to marry Saint Pierre; 1 
expect him every inſtant, to receive my anſwer. 
[/13hing ] Yes! a ſecond time, my dear Amelia, I 
ſhall ſacrifice my affections to my duty. 


D 2 


- Ame. 
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Ame. Alas! what ſtruggles muſt ſuch a con- 
queſt have coſt you | 

Cec. Yes, my Amelia, ſuch 1 are not 
eaſily gain'd! Great God! to what agitation of 
paſſions was my heart a prey! long, very long, 
was the contention. I deſpair'd of ſucceſs, I even 
thought myſelf incapable of ſuch a ſacrifice: at 
length, raillying all my fortitude, and recalling my 
ſcatter'd ſpirits, I made a freſh attack; reaſon and 
humanity from that inſtant began to decide, I felt 
myſelf as if animated with a freſh ſpirit, I felt all 
'the enthuſiaſm of virtue fill my ſoul; a ſentiment 
of religious awe ſeem'd to ſpeak in my inmoſt 
heart; a voice ſeem'd to ſay, ** Cecilia, fulfil the 
« duties of thy rigorous deſtiny, we have but a 
% moment to live below; at leaſt in that moment 
&© let us ſtrive to render ourſelves acceptable 
c above. Alas! ſhort as life is, it is full of 
cruel diſappointment ;_ to paſs it continually in 
tears, tis but too long. ns 
Ame. Tis true! but theſe, I hope, are the laſt. 
Cec. I cannot tell, but I dare hope it.—I feel 
already my heart leſs agitated; I am even aſto- 
niſh'd myſelf at fo ſudden a calm. 

Ame. Such is the natural effect of Virtue, when 
ſhe orders us the greateſt ſacrifices, when ſhe probes 
our ſouls to the quick ; ſuch is the ſecret balm of 
- eaſe and tranquillity, which ſhe applies to our diſ- 
order'd paſhons ; ſuch, ſuch, my dear Cecilia, is 
the reward. You have no doubt overcome that 
Cruel flame which aſſected your heart. 


Cec. 
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Cec. What! Amelia, can you ſuppoſe that I no 
longer love Andrew; that he is no longer dear to 
me?—Ah! perhaps never did I love: him more 
than I do at this moment ; bur I feel a ſecret 
pleaſure in the ſacrifice I make, when I reflect, 
that the more I offer to the ſhrine of Virtue, the 
more | render myſelf worthy of his affections.— 
Thus do I reaſon—Were he in my ſituation, he 
would do the ſame. This idea ſupports my re- 
ſolves, it conſoles my mind, and ſtrengthens it the 
more. Alas! you do not know the mind of that 
generous lover; little do you know how good, how 
virtuous he is! 

Ame. See Saint Pierre; ſuffer me to quit you 
for a moment, while I fly to inform the Count the 


happineſs you have in ſtore for his friend. 
| [ Exit Amelia. 


Enter Saint Pierre. 


Cec. How I tremble! 'tis too late to recede! 
Let me compoſe my fluttering ſpirits ! [ A/ede. 
St. Pierre. Madam, obedient to your com- 
mands, I come to know your laſt reſolves What 
is my deſtiny ? | 
Cec. If my hand can render it propitious, it is 
yours. | | 
St. Pierre [ kiſſing her hand with rapture}. 
Madam, with what tranſport do I receive it! My 


happineſs is too much; my misfortunes will now 
D 3 have 
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have a period: this dear hand will totally efface 
all the evils which I have ſuffer'd from the world. 
What is it to me if mankind is contaminated with 
vice? A ſanctuary is {till open for Virtue; ; ſhe 
reſides in your perſon. 

Cece. You know the friendſhip which I have for 
Amelia ; I have preſented her with a fortune, to 
enable her to be united with Count Beaufort ; 
there ſtill remains enough for us, 

St. Pierre. Talk not to me of riches, I hold 
them in contempt ; this a& of generoſity only en- 
dears you to me the more. The Count is my 
friend, and it will be an increaſe to my felicity in 
ſeeing us all happy together: grant my requeſt, 
let the ſame hour fix our deſtiny. | 

Cer, You have my word, — henceforward my 
actions mult be regulated by yours; and whatever 
you propoſe, pou will 94 find me conſenting 
tO. 

St. Pierre. Adieu, Madam! I fly to the Count, 
to ſettle every thing with him. Malicious For- 
tone! I now defy. thee! See proſperous gales 
already waft me to the with'd-for port. If Fortune 
is ſtill obſtinately bent to perſecute me, let me ſec 
if ſhe will attack my felicity in her arms !— 

Exit Saint Pierre. 

ec. What has he ſaid!—In my arms Is it 

for him then that theſe arms are open !—Is it for 
him that I am to enter into ſuch engagements !— 

How could they draw from me this cruel promiſe! 

— What 


4 
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— What have I done | What have I faid !—Yes, 
my beloved Andrew, my deareſt Lover! Tes, Saint 
Pierre will receive my vows: but my heart, my 
affections, will ever be thine, —Yes !—may heaven 
renounce me if ever I forget thee !—To think of 
thee ſhall be the employment of every vacant 
hour; it ſhall be my conſolation, and my only 
pleaſure [Ving]. In ſecret my thoughts will 
be occupied with the ſad hiſtory of our loves, and 
of that cruel fatality which has purſued us, and 
rendered fruitleſs all my enquiries. Tell me, in 
what unknown ſhores art thou caſt ? In what wood, 
in what defart, doſt thou conceal thyſelf ? What 
ſeas, what tracks of land, divide us? Why doſt 
thou not come But no, it would now be too 
late! thy arrival now would only bring deſpair to 
the heart of Cecilia But my friend, my Amelia, 


comes. — 


Enter Amelia. 


[Cecilia throwing herſelf into the arms of Amelia. 
My friend, *tis palt ! the cruel conflit's over, the 
ſacrifice is made. Canſt thou abandon me in ſuch 
a trial? 

Ame. How !—I left you compos'd and quiet, 
and now find you diſtreſs'd and unhappy. 

Cec. Alas ! I ſtrove to conceal my weakneſs; I 
vainly hop'd the feigning a reſolution and courage 
would have really ſtamp'd them on my ſoul; my 
ſenſes were benumb'd, but that moment of deli- 

D 4 rium 
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rium being paſs'd, the returning paſhons have 


more than ever rent my heart with their dreadful 


conflicts, and deliver'd me up once again to all my 
weakneſs. I have promis'd to marry Saint Pierre, 


the ſame moment is to unite us both.—But what 


difference 
Anme. Dear Cecilia, you know how ſubmiſhve I 
have ever been to your wiſhes! in my turn, permit 
me to make a requeſt, 
Cz. Speak hat would you have me do? 
Ame. I dread to diſpleaſe you ; and yet I mult 
ſpeak. Do not refuſe me. 
Cec. To doubt me is to offend me.—1 promile 
you beforehand, to grant you every thing you aſk. 


Ane. Conſent then that the Count and I may 


defer our marriage for ſome time longer : his 
uncle cannot Five long; we will Wait till his 
death. 

Cec. ¶ forriteful] Yes! I underſtand your mean- 
ing. —1 ſce you repent that you have oblig'd me, 
and that my little preſents have prov'd a heavy 
burthen to you, which you are willing ©1 to diſ- 
charge. | 

Ame. Alas! my fend | judge better of my 
Fentiments ! think with what acknowledgements [ 
but this morning receiv'd your generous gifts. 
Since, then, aſlairs are chang'd, an unexpected blow 
has overthrown our projects. Saint Pierre is 
ruin d, and your eſtate is by that event render'd 
"jucapable of ſuch generoſity. ** 

Cee, 
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Cc. Finiſh your cruelty ! — Overwhelm your 
friend ! — Ungrateful! — Yet ſpare me!—I am 
already but too miſerable ; nor is your barbarous 
intentions wanting to complete my wretchedneſs. 
[ Speaking with a firm and reſolute tone voice] Take 
care how you perſiſt in this refuſal ; I am willing 
to forget it, but never mention it again. [Tenderly 
embracing Amelia] Rather, my dear friend, pre- 
pare me for this cruel marriage, endeavour to ſup- 
port my drooping ſpirits ; the fight of your feli- 
city may perhaps leſſen the horrors of that fatal 
moment, when I am to join in an engagement 
which my ſoul deteſts. 

Ame, Entertain better notions.—Heaven, who 
has beſtow'd on you ſo much virtue, will doubt- 
leſs reward you with whole years of happineſs. 
You eſteem Saint Pierre; cuſtom and time, though 
it may not awaken in you the ſofteſt ſentiments, 
yet could you but once forget 

Cec. No, never !—this cheriſh'd, this beloved 
youth, is before my eyes; not a moment is he ab- 
ſent from my imagination, Methinks I hear him 
reproaching me with the engagements I am about 
to enter into, I ſee his defpair—I ſee his tears.— 
I know not from whence it proceeds, but a voice 
ſeems to ariſe from the bottom of my ſoul, which 
cries, © Stop! he comes, he is already near thee, 
and the brightneſs of his virtues ſpreads a charm 
* around him, which ennobles his whole perſon ! 
Proceed not with this union, nor betray his 

*© generous 
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“ generous flame.”—Yes, Amelia, blame not this 
pre-ſentiment, I canngt help thinking it will prove 
true: you will ſee that, the very moment that I 
have form'd theſe ſad engagements, Fate will 
bring back my dear Andrew. Yes, my dear 
Amelia, I ſhall ſee him, and I ſhall die! 

Ams. Why will you afflict yourſelf with theſe 
illuſions? What end does it anſwer to flatter your- 
ſelf? From the ineffectual reſearches you have 
made, you may eaſily imagine he is no more. 
Were he alive, would he keep himſelf conceal'd ? 
No! he himſelf would have been the firſt to 
have ſought you, full of thoſe hopes which the 
deceaſe of Olban would have inſpir'd. 

Cec. | weeping] Ah! tis then his death, which 
J am continually deploring. Am I then going to 
form ſecond engagements, when perhaps the tomb 
has long ſince receiv'd thy breathleſs corpſe !— 
Yet pardon, O beloved ſhade! Saint Pierre's mis- 
fortunes merit my ſupport, and ſtern duty urges 
me on. But Heaven is my witneſs, to whoſe 
awful tribunal I now appeal, that hadſt thou re- 
turn'd again, had theſe eyes once again beheld 
thee, not all the univerſe combin'd ſhould ever 
have ſeparated us. 


Enter Servant. 
Serv. Madam, one of the Slaves belonging to 


the gallics begs leave to ſpeak to you, 
| | | Cece 
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Cc. Let him come in. 

Anme. [to the Servant] Be within call, mould 
you be wanted. | Exit Servant I am not over- 
fond of theſe converted wretches; I fear there is 
too much of the hypocrite in them. 


Enter Andrew at the Bottom of the Stage. 


See he comes; I think tis the ſame we met this 
morning. 

Cec. However, there is much timidity in his 
ſteps; he approaches flowly. 

Andr. ( flopping at the bottom of the flage] O 
God, be thou my guide! for without thy aid in 
yain ſhall I ſpeak, May their hearts be touch'd 
with pity and compaſhon |! 

Cec. [taking out her purſe] Tis ſome bush 
nate wretch; muſt we be uncharitable, becauſe 
he has been wicked? He is but the more to be 
pitied. I will aſſiſt him. 

Ame. [to Andrew, who keeps at a diſtance} Ap- 
proach nearer. 

[Andrew comes forward with a flow pace, his 
eyes fix'd upon the ground, Cecilia offering him 
money), Take this, and with it relieve you mi- 
ſery. 

Anar. | retiring without taking the money, and 
raiſing up his hands to Heaven] Thou hear'ſt me 
at length, O my God! I have found a heart ſenſi- 
ble of my ſufferings. | Advances 10 Cecilia, his 

eyes 


44 THE HONEST CRIMINAL: 
eyes fd on the ground] I am too unhappy, 
Madam ! *ris not in the power of money to mitigate 
my misfortunes : *ris other ſervices, Madam, that 
T wiſh from you; *tis a greater act of charity, and 
your more generous cares, that Jam now come to 
implore.—I had a father !—I had a mother! 
Alas! have I them ſtill! A profound ſilence for 
a long time has left me ignorant of their fate; if 
they are till alive, their miſery is ſurely extreme! 
Il am inform'd, Madam, that you come from the 
ſame province where they did live, and where - 
perhaps they have been enabled to return. If by 
chance, or by your charitable cares, you ſhould 
diſcover my unhappy parents, deign to give into 
their hands this little money, the fruits of hard, of 
induſtrious labour. Tell them, alas! that their 
fon, leſs ſenſible to his own misfortunes, only la- 
ments and weeps for them: and that, in the midſt 
of ſlavery on theſe frightful ſhores, be ſacrifices 
himſelf ro Heaven, whom be daily implores to 
pour down bleſſings on his wretched parents. 

Cc. [taking the purſe, and locking on Amelia with 
, aftoniſoment } Do my cars deccive me? Can I be- 
lieve my eyes? 
Ame. I am full of the fine aſtoniſhment. 
Ceæc. How reconcile ſuch noble ſentiments with 
.theſe marks of infamy and ſhameful chains? [70 
the Galley-/iave] Where did you leave your pa- 
rents, at the time you were ſeparated from them? 


K. can be of any uſe to you, I ſhall be happy to 
ſerve 
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ſerve. you. _ How long ſince you had any news 
from them? _ 

Andr. Not theſe ſeven. years that cruel bondage 
has kept me here. When I was ſeparated from 
them, we were ſcarce fix'd in Languedoc; we 
had left Rochelle, where the bounty, of Heaven 
had long bleſs'd us with a quiet and ſafe retreat. 

Cee. [roith vivacity] What doſt thou ſay!— 
Rochelle Is that your country! 

Andr. Yes, Madam. | 

Cec. At the mention of that place, I feel myſelf 
ſtruck, and my whole frame is in univerſal palpi- 
tation,—Ah ! if by his means I might know; an- 
ſwer mc !—You livd in the city: were you ac- 
quainted with all its inhabitants? Can you, —No, 
I take fruitleſs pains !--You cannot inform me of 
what I with to know. 

Andr. Alas! I fear not; Sal of whom. you 
would enquire were doubtieſs of a rank equal to 
your own, and too high for my family to be ac- 
quainted with: perhaps at moſt I may know their 
names. We liv'd poor and retir'd, profeſſing a 
religion that is not tolerated in France, 

Cee. \ with tranſport] What! were you of thoſe 
who proteſs'd the new doctrines Hope has once 
again enter'd into my breaſt. No doubt, but you 
can give me ſome information. Tell me, didſt thou 
know Lyſimon? 

Andr. [raiſing his hands to Heaven] He is my 
father, Madam! 

Ces 
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Cee. [retiring, and crying out | 8 thy fa- 
ther |—O miſerable Andrew! 

| {She faints in the arms of Amelia. 
Adr. [with oftoniſhment] Heaven! what name 
has ſtruck my ears !—Ah ! What do I fee It is 
the herſelf ! 2 
Ame. [ ſupporting Cecilia] She is without mo- 
tion. Who waits there? My God! what a ſtrange 
adventure! 


Enter Servants. 


Andr. O Heavens ! O Cecilia, Cecilia! 
Ame. [to the Servants] Aſſiſt in taking her in. 
O my miſerable friend! 
Cec. [coming to herſelf ] What! is he gone? — 
Where is he !—What ſudden cauſe !—-I fee him! 
My God! how he is chang'd!—Amelia, what 
| do thoſe people want ? 
Ame. Let them lead you aer. 
Cec. Me! 
Ame. My dear friend, you want a little repoſe; 
your ſudden fainting makes it neceflary. | 
Cec. O Amelia ! it is neceffary that I ftay here. 
Ves, I will ſpeak to him. Retire [0 tbe Servants]. 
Anar. Is it you then, is it you then, my dear Ce- 
"cilia, thou object ever dear to my ſoul? Permit 
me at thy feet! [he advances with vivacity towards 
Cecilia; but ſcarce has he fixt one knee to the ground, 
than, riſmg ſuddenly, be turns himſelf away with 
horror]. 
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horror]. Miferable wretch, what art thou doing! 
—To what length is thy boldneſs going to carry 
thee?—l forget myſelf !=Behold, behold! the 
dreadful moment, in which 1 feel the whole . 
of that deſtiny that overwhelms me. 

lle ſapports himſelf againſt the Sie: Sebi 

Ame. This is then that Andrew.—F rightful 
rencontrè! 

Cec. | loking ferronfuly upon Andrew] FER 
ſee he ſeems immers'd in black deſpair, —Let us 
approach him!—Gracious Heaven! how ſhall T 
addreſs him A She advances towards him} Un- 
happy youth, for whom my ſoul is rent in pieces, 
moderate your griefs, and recolle@-a voice that 
formerly knew how to calm your ſorrows I Alas! 
theſe happy times are fled.— Ah! what terrible 
change can have ſucceeded ſince Andrew, how 
could my eyes know thee again in ſuch a place, 
in ſo mean a dreſs, and in this dreadful ſituation! 

(Miche. 

Andr. What ſhall J ſay, and Rs conceal my» 
elf! O Farth! open thy bowels, and hide me 
from her fight, and from her tears! 

Cec. The ſon of Lyſimon, of ſo virtuous a fa- 
ther! he, in whom T' had formerly a lover, —a 
brother! 


Andr. ¶ having quitted his firſt attitude, aud 


raiſing his eyes to Heaven] Thou hear'ſt, my God, 
this cruel reproach ; thou ſee'ſt me ſwallow the 
bitter draught, and yet thou know'ſt of what I am 
" guilty. 

Cec. 


—— —ñ́ —̃— — _—_ — 
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Cec. in deep thought | The more I think of the 
paſt, the leſs I can conceive. 

Ame. Perhaps a flight of youth,—an unhappy 

oblivion of a moment.— It may be, when we learn 

the cauſe of his misfortune, perhaps he ought to 
have been puniſh'd with leſs rigour. 

Cec. I wiſh, and yet I dare not aſk! I fear to 
make you bluſh at the recital. 
Andr. Bluſh! Ah! my Cecilia! do I then ap- 
pear deſpicable in your ſight! Can you then be- 
lieve me guilty of ſuch crimes ! 

Cec. Alas! if I could doubt of it, how happy 
- ſhould I be! 
Andr. How could ſuch a horrid idea enter your 
foul !—Had any but yourſelf entertain'd ſuch an 
opinion of me, I would not lament,—but you, — 

Cee. Ah! unhappy youth! What can I think ! 

Andr. 1 bad flatter'd myſelf that you eſteem'd a 
heart, which without virtue would not have pre- 
. ſum'd to have lov'd n which ſtill adores 

ou. 

l Cec. [with tranſport] What, in ſpite of every 
appearance ! I ſhould die with joy, and all my 
ſenſes would be 2bſorb'd in pleaſure but theſe 
chains, theſe abodes of horror! 

Andr. Theſe are not the chains which carry diſ- 
- honour with them —I have no remorſe ! Would 
to God that my heart did not torment me more 
than my conſcience ! 


Cee, 
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Cec. [with joy] Mine with pleaſure receives 
| this hope! Speak then |—Haſte then, my dear 
Andrew, haſte to remove my doubts, to extricate 
my mind from this ſtate of ſuſpence. Tell me 
what monſters have paſs'd this cruel, this unjuſt 
| ſentence ?—Of what crimes were you accus d? 
What infamous action have you committed, to be 
treated like the vileſt of criminals ? Explain to me 
this myſtery. 

Andr. I cannot. 

Cee. How! canſt thou not juſtify thyſelf, cruel 
as thou art? 

Andr. No, not without rendering myſelf cul- 
pable. 

Cec. [weeping] Go! thou art only too much 
ſo! Leave me, unhappy wretch ! thou wilt not 
ſpeak ! too well I underſtand this dreadful ſilence ! 
Why haſt thou any ſecrets from me?—Secrets! 
thou perjur'd man! there was a time, when thy 
ſoul was free from crimes, that nothing Was a ſe- 
cret from Cecilia. | 

Andr. What ſhall I ſay! confuſion ties my 
tongue | I would give my life to ſtop the effuſion 
of her tears ! 

Cec. My God! why did I live to ſee this dread- 
ful moment! then at leaſt I ſhould have died in 
eſteeming him. I, who took ſuch delight, and 
found ſo many charms in nouriſhing his fond idea, 
in thinking only of him! [Turning to Amelia] 
Thou'know'ſt, my friend, how my heart has che- 
riſh'd his dear image; and now behold —— 
| | E X Andr. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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Andr. What putimment !—If it were poff ble 
to repent the doing a good action, 1 wx at this 
"dreadful moment; Heaven ſeems to urge me to it, 
and my grief; but no, —1 muſt ſmother the an- 
guiſh that 1 fell, "and preſerve a cruel, a di ſtreſsful 
ſlence Fou Weep, my dear Cecilia !—Ab!'if 
by wete to tell you, you would bewail my misfor- 
tunes, not my crimes. I know appearances are 
againſt me, but they are deceitful ; virtue unites 

us, misfortunes ſeparate us! Some one ap- 
proaches.— Adieu, Cecilia! leave this deteſted 
Place, and endeavour to forget me; but I beg, I 
conjure you, think of my * [Exit Andrew. 


Enter Saint Pierre and "the Count. - 


| Count. Madain, « every thing 3 is finiſh'd ; ; the con- 
tracts are drawn, and we are come to have them 
gn d. Do I deceive myſelf! E | Harte] O Hea- 
vens! what do 1 fee! T think you are in tears! 


[turning to Amelia] And you allo, Madam! 


Ane. Alas! who can refrain from tears! 
Cec. [putting ker hand to her forehead} My head 


is diforder'd ; let us retire, my dear Amelia. 


Come, ive me your arm. 
St. Fee What can have happen'd! 2 
Count. For Heaven's fake, inform us! | 
Ane. Pity her diſtreſs, and do not enquire the 
e 
St. Pierre. How furprizing is this angel; } 


= 
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Cee. [in going] O what cruel deſtiny ! What 
have I done, that Fortune ſhould thus perſecute 
me [ Exit, leaning on Amelia. 

St. Pierre. From whence ariſes this new myſ- 
tery ? Some unforeſeen misfortune afflidts her !— 
She weeps, ſhe rails at Fortune. What ſudden 
miſchance has occaſion'd her unhappineſs? By 
heavens! I ſhould be happy in ſuſtaining her 
griefs, and taking the burden of them upon my- 
ſelf. Whatever is my deſtiny, I am impatient to 
know it. I am convinc'd that I was born to mis- 
fortunes ; would to Heayen they were confin'd. to 


me alone! 
Exeunt. 


a End of AcT the Train, 


E 2 ACT 
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A C T uv. 


Ba e In 


Enter Saint Pierre. 


St: P,. [ pointing HERE, I know my 
to the Heavens] 1 unlucky ſtar! — I am 
ſurely born of an accurſed race This is one of 
thoſe accidents, after which nothing is left, but to 
finiſh a miſerable exiſtence. Could I have foreſeen 
ſuch a reverſe, the had accepted my hand; one 
moment more, and we had been united for ever. 
Surely Heaven and Hell have conſpir'd againſt 
me! the Devil himſelf has at length open'd for 
me a pit, and has rais'd me a rival among vile ma- 
lefaftors !-——But am I the only unhappy ! Alas! I 
know Cecilia is fo; and yet my complaints are 
only confin'd to myſelf— Ah! rather let me la- 
ment this adorable woman ! O God! has ſhe me- 
rited this cruel deſtiny ! What ſentiments! what a 
noble and generous ſoul! She was on the point of 
ſacrificing herſelf, to finiſh my misfortunes; ſhe 
conceal'd from me her internal conflicts; ſhe hid 
from me her tears. Alas! may ſhe be happy, and 
J only loſe her — no, — the ſame cruel blow 

*2 overwhelms 
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overwhelms us both. But ſee, ſhe comes. Her 
wild diſorder'd ſteps ſhew the deſpair which has 
ſeiz'd her ſoul, her ſobs are loud, pale death is 
ſpread over her countenance. What heart would 
not melt at ſo moving a ſpectacle! My own life at 
preſent is a burden. I know not how one ſuffers 
exiſtence here below. Indeed, the earth is a fright- 
ful habitation, when ſuch Virtue, Merit, and Beauty, 
cannot eſcape ſo miſerable a deſtiny. 


Enter Cecilia, with down-caft looks, her eyes moiſt 
with tears; ſhe advances with a ſlow and ſolemn 
pace, not obſerving Saint Pierre, abo retires 10 4 
little diſtance. 


Cec. Where am I going? What diſorder aſſects 
my ſenſes ? Where does deſpair convey my 
wandering ſteps ? A ſecret agitation, ſome invinci- 
ble power, draws me, contrary to my better rea- 
ſon, to this fatal ſpot; to this ſpot, where I fo 
lately met ſuch poignant grief !—What hope 
brings me back? What do I expect to ſee? Tis 
here, alas! I am ro meet with my death. What 
charm draws me? What attraction? O my weak 
and trembling heart! 'twas in this ſpot the fatal 
dagger was fir{-plung'd ; here I receiv'd the cruel 
ſtroke, that muſt, in the end, finiſh my miſerable 
exiſtence.—But whom do I ſee? St. Pierre! | ſhe 
turns away her eyes, then looks en him with tears; 
and, after a few moments of expreſſive ſilence on each 
ide, Saint Pierre ſpeaks. ] 

E 3 St. Pierre, 
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St. Pierre. I underſtand you, Madam; yes, this 
appearance ſufficiently evinces what paſſes in your 
| foul: but I am roo late acquainted with its ſecret 
ſentiments. Believe me, believe me, Cecilia, if I 
had ſooner known them, I might have ſav'd you 
ſome tears. I do not mean, however, at this'me- 
lancholy hour, to add to your afflictions, by the 
mention of what is paſt, No, Madam, I am come 
to reſign to you an engagement of which I cannot 
avail myſelf : inform'd and penetrated with a 
ſenſe of what I owe you, I regulate my conduct by 
your example: by a noble effort, you were going 
to give yourſelf to me; in relinquiſhing my preten- 
ſions, I ſtrive to imitate you; and this, alas! I can 
only accompliſh at—this price. What do I ſay— 
reſign you !—No, we ſhall ftill continue to be 
united by a bond leſs tender, but equally reſpecta- 
ble. Providence were it a thouſand times more 
implacable, in ſpite of my unhappineſs and adverſe 
fate, ſince I cannot be your huſband, I ſhall yer 
remain your friend: henceforward, I only aſpire 
to that honourable title, by that means, at leaſt, 
I may be able to mitigate your ſorrows, which I 
ſhall ever be deſirous to partake of. 

Cec. If any thing is able to ſoften them, *tis cer- 
tainly that generous pity which you ſhew for an 
unhappy woman. By what crimes, O Heavens ! 
have I merited ſuch ſevere marks of thy diſplea- 
ſure ! Mark, Saint Pierre, the cruelty of my fate: 
after a dreadful abſence of eight years to find him, 

— bur, 
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but, alas! in what a ſituation l. I cannot ſurvive 
it! | [Weeping. | 

St. Pierre. Do not hide your tears ; there is, 
alas! but too much reaſon for them; Iwill blend 
my own with thoſe which fall from you ; my mis-. 
fortunes alone, were ſufficient to ſour. my mind, but 
the addition of your griefs makes me feel every. 
ſoft, and. every gentle ſenſation, 

Cc. O my God! 

St. Pierre. Have you not yet, been able to learn 
his crime? 

Cec. He declares, nay, he infiſts, that he is not 
criminal. I know no more, as he will not further 
explain himſelf, but perſiſts in a cruel ſilence. 
What judgement can I form in this trying caſe? 
At this moment Amelia is importuning the Count 
to make a ſtrict enquiry ; ; by which means, 1 ſup- 
poſe, we ſhall be let into the fatal ſecret. 

F. Pierre. Vou are on the point then of re- 
.ceiving information, for I ſee them return to- 
gether. 

Cec. I tremble; Idread to hear the intelligence 
they bring me; ; perhaps 1 it were better I remain 'd 
in Ignorance. 


Enter Count Beaufort and Amelia. 


Cecilia looking evitb embarraſſment on the Count. 

7ell!—What news do you at length bring me? 
Count. J have us'd every means in my power, 
Madam, to inform my ſelf; but my zeal has prov'd 
bk - hs without 


/ 
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without ſucceſs : without doubt his trial has not 
been brought, or, if it were, it has been ſince 
taken from the office. I have carefully examin'd 
all the papers, without being able to procure the 
leaſt inſight into the matter: finding my hopes 
fruſtrated in this purſuit, I have attempted another 
method ; I have enquir'd after the perſon who 
conducted the ſlaves at the time that Andrew ar- 
riv'd here; this indeed was my laſt reſource, and 
without doubt I ſhould have deriv'd ſome light 
from it, but this conductor died laſt year. Thus, 
Madan, it is from the mouth of Andrew alone that 
we can poſſibly come to the knowledge of his 
crime. We ſhould reſolve to take no further no- 
tice of him, if he thus obſtinately perſiſts in con- 
_ cealing his ſituation. 
Cec. He ſays that he is innocent. 
Count. Tis not poſſible; the preſent ſituation 
he is in, his chains, every thing, prove the con- 

trary. | 

St. Pierre. You are an admirable reaſoner, as 
if only the guilty were condemn'd. 

Ame. Why then does he continue ſilent? 

St. Pierre. There's the myſtery. 

Count. We muſt nevertheleſs acknowledge, that 
it is not common for judges 

St. Pierre. What! to judge ill ?—You believe 
then that their decifions are ſo many oracles : if 
you ſhould ever be ſo unfortunate to have a cauſe 
depending before them, you will find that their 

judgements 
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judgements are not always the beſt, —I am at 
preſent an example to the contrary. 

Cec. What! he is no longer virtuous, and his 
heart is ſtill tender; I did not imagine it were 
poſſible. Does not guilt, at the time that it pours 
its infectious poiſon into the heart, harden it? I 
thought that vice ſtifled the voice of nature, and 
that the honeſt mind was always unſulfied. | 

Ame. Ah! Cecilia! one unhappy moment is 
ſufficient ; it happens in life that the moſt noble, 
the moſt exalted ſoul, finds itſelf drawn in ſpite of 
every oppoſition towards the brink of deſtruction; 
for our parts, innocence is the gift of Heaven, 
which in our weak hands is too eaſily corrupted : 
a young man more eſpecially is expos'd to a thou- 
ſand different perils, which even a good diſpoſition 
cannot ſave him from; to ruin him, therefore, there 
only wants a bad companion : thus, when youth 
eſcapes deſtruction, he is more indebted to Fortune 
than to Prudence. 

Cec. He is ever fill'd with the moſt tender ſoli- 
citude for his parents, ever deſirous to find out the 
means to mitigate their diſtreſſes; and it was this 
generous anxiety that brought him to me. {To 
Amelia] You ſaw him put into my bands for their 
relief that trifle of money which he has earn'd by 
hard labour.—Yes, unfortunate as he is himſelf, 
tis for them alone he ſuffers z tis his filial piety 
which ſupports him under all his pains. 

St. Pierre. What a contraſt ! | 


Count. 


— — — — — So. —— — ESSITTY 
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Count. For my part, it is a myſtery, L cannot 


comprehend; but juſtice, bids me declare, that, 


during the eighteen months I have commanded in 
this place, he has always conducted himſelf as one 


ſuperior to his misfortunes, he is diſtinguiſh'd from 


the: reſt of the flayes, he is beloy'd, and every one 
wiſhes: to employ him; I myſelf give him every 
liberty that his ſituation will admit of, and render 
bis ſlavery as mild as poſhble. 

St. Pierre. I think that I can diſcover under this 
affair ſome extraordinary ſecret, which we muſt 
endeavour to find: out. My friend, ſend for this 
unaccountable man: I wiſh to ſee him; if he con- 
tinues ſilent to me, his air and looks will ſpeak the 


truth, though his tongue ſhould not utter a word. 


Count. I will ſend him to you. [Exit Count. 
St. Pierre. From what I have heard, I will ven- 
ture my life that he is not criminal; I wiſh fo at 
leaſt, and it ſnall be my buſineſs to explore this 
hidden myſtery. 
Cc. What ſhall I not owe, Sir, to your friendly 


care! How worthy of admiration is this nobleneſs 


of your ſoul on this melancholy occaſion! it has 


never ſhewn itſelf in more ſtriking colours than at 
this moment; my tortur'd heart feels more than 
words can expreſs. How rejoic'd am I to ſee, to 
bear you, thus intereſt yourſelf in behalf of a poor 
-veretch! Ah! if it were true that he is not guilty! 


Do you then think him innocent? I have the ſame 
hope. If I deceive myſelf, alas! the illuſion is 


Ame. 
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Ame. He comes. 
St. Pierre ¶ to Cecilia], You muſt retire; I will 
examine him cloſely, but it is neceſſary we ſhould 
be alone. | | 
Cec. Ves, we will retire; I depend. entirely on 
your friendly ſervices; whatever is the reſult, 
come and inform me; on your report depends my. 
fate. 


[Exeunt Cecilia and Amelia. 
Enter Andrew. 


Sr. Pierre. Come hither, my friend. —I am told 
that at Rochelle you were formerly the lover oſ 


Madame Olban; I am add with the whole 
affair. 


Andr. Is that the name of Cecilia's huſband : 2 

St. Pierre. How! were you ignorant of his 
name? 

Andr. Yes ! 1 knew that ſhe had * 
a rich man, it was all I could learn when I left my 


country. Is ſhe happy ?—and her huſband, is he 
ſenſible of the treaſure he poſſeſſes? 


St. Pierre. Her huſband is no longer ia being. 
Andr. Is he dead, ſay you? 


St. Pierre. Yes; and Cecilia ſucceeds him in 
his immenſe fortune. 


Andr. Heavens! what do I hear! Is the fatal 
knot at laſt diſſolv'd and is Cecilia at liberty 
— Alas! wretched Andrew! of what conſequence 

| is 
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is it to you !—Canſt thou forget thy unhappy 
ſituation ? 

St. Pierre, Friend, you may forget it, if you do 
not merit it; nevertheleſs, your chains are the 
emblems of guilt : tis by crimes that people are 
2 here; what elſe could have been the 
cauſe? 

Andr. Are men always juſt? 

St. Pierre. No, by heavens! they are al 
wicked in the age we live in. 

Andr. Well! | 

St. Pierre. Is it poſſible, that you can have 
fallen a victim to them, as well as myſelf? 

Andr. J am innocent. 

St. Pierre. I can eaſily believe it; and the aſſer- 
tion gives me but little ſurprize. Yes, honeſt 
men are certainly in the gallies, for thoſe who are 
not there. But let us attend to your concerns: it 
ſeems then, that we are both companions in mis- 
fortunes. I have had lately a fate ſomewhat fimilar 
to yours, and we have equal reaſon to rail at the 
wickedneſs of mankind. Finiſh your account, 
and do not conceal from me the ſmalleſt circum- 

Nance; tell me the cauſe. 
Andr. Sir, I ought to conceal it; for indeed I 
ſhould merit my misfortunes, if I dar'd to reveal to 
you the myſtery that covers them; it is a ſecret 
too ſacred to be diſcover'd; it ſhall die in my 
breaſt; don't queſtion me further. Cecilia has 


already made a vain effort to force it from me; and 
judge 
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judge after that, if your importunity can have any 
effect.— Ah! you do not know, or ever will, how 
much I ador'd that accompliſnd woman, and how 
much | ſtill love her. I would have lain down my 
life to have been able to have gratiſied her eargeſt 
deſires, and to have ſtopt the tears which ow d 
from her lovely eyes. 

St. Pierre. Attend, I am going to * — 
- but Heaven is witneſs of my ſincerity, and you may 
rely upon it. Do not think it is mere curioſity 
that makes me thus anxious to know your ſtory; 
my views are different: - know my ——— 
love Cecilia. c ALS ee 
Andr. Vou love 5 7 m on 
St. Pierre. Yes; and I was on the baut of 
being her huſband, *' 1 | 
Andr. Ungrateful woman! 3 4.28% 
St. Pierre. She had conſented to marry me. 
Andr. Had ſhe then forgot me 
St. Pierre. When fortune pteſenred you achber 
to impede a marriage which Cecilia from her ſoul 
abhor'd, it was only my misfortunes that induc'd 
her to offer me her hand. 307 n= 
Andr. Ah! there appears the — her 
ſoul! Now I knowher; theſe a are 1 
mark her character. fe! 24S 
St. Pierre. She had colceabs' from 4 her 
moſt ſecret ſentiments; but the inſtant I was made 
acquainted with her inclinations, I relinquifh'd all 
thoughts of a connexion, which, in terminating my 
"= misfortunes, 
1 
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misfortunes, would have aggravated hergy It is 
7 my wiſh, unleſs you throw ſome invigcible obſtacle 
in the way, to make you both happy. 
Andr. Heavens! is it 1 I, Sir, —that 
would be 

St. Pierre. It remains withs vou to fix your own 

and Cecilia's deſtiny. If it be true that you are 
till worthy of her, if it be true that you have 
never forſaken the paths of Virtue; explain your 
misfortunes; tell me, whence proceeds the cauſe? 
Speak! Behold the altar awaits you, and your 
chains are ready to be taken off, | 

Andr. [with tranſport | Ti is too much! Ah! 
No! I am not guilty !—Hear every thing.— Thefe 
chains are the chains of honour : though they de- 
baſe me in your ſight, they are the favourites of 
Virtue ; and ſo far from diſgracing me, they are — 
Ahl Wretch!—What am I going to do! Great 
God! what was I going to ſay— Oh! my fa- 
. 'itherTrmy' [father !— 

St. Pierre. Finiſh what ops, you! i pby 
are you thus affected! What then is the fecret? 
Haſte to communicate it. 

Andr. ¶ wulting abeut, with an ain of di ifraftion] 
I no longer know myſelf Cecilia, dear lovely 
_ miſtreſs!—My father !—1 tremble—I am diſ- 
(traced. - Paſſion! Duty! Nature! combat my 
"reaſon z and each take their turn to reigg. 
St. Pierre. Ido not deceive you by à falſe 


„ 0 
oy 
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AHidr. What ſhall I reſolve on Heaven dire 
me what I ſhall do I W 9d 
St. Pierre. What would you ? | 
Andr. That I were annihilated. + 
St. Pierre. Why? Have I not promised her to 
you? Rely on me: one ſingle word will extricate 
' you from this ſtate of miſery, and raiſe you'! — 
very fummit of happineſs. 
Andr. [ with a dejected look] No, no Bot 
expect ſo much happineſs; it is not for me. I muſt 
continue in the wretched ſtate I am in; Fmuſt 
continue to bear the weight! of tlieſe* wretthied 
chains. Heaven ſeems to wiſh that I ſhonldcarry 
my miſery to the grave. Alas! What a triał my 
diſtracted heart undergoes I might pbffeſs che 
object J adore! I might. but fly, ſeducing Hope 
I was on the brink of yielding, and J ſtill bluſt at 
the idea. Sir, your goodneſs adds to my trouble, 
it has 'expos'd my virtue to the greateſt danger. 
I fly,. —I dread the violence of my love: deigi to 
| pe theſe dreadful conflicts! For Heaven's fake, 
leave me at leaſt my innocence, the only good, 
e 4 att is permutred me to enjoy upon earth 
| Exit Andrew. 
7 M Pierre. This man is innocent; I cannot be 
miſtaken in this; he has a ſoul noble as his Heatt is 
ſenfible; I am erer _ he 1 unfotiu- 
1. nate, tos a 40 
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Euter Lyſimon, in the back Part of the Scene. 


Lyſ. This is the place, where my ſon came to 
languiſn in wretched flavery. O my God! has 
thy infinite, mercy ſupported him, amidſt the hor- 
rors of ſuch a cruel deſtiny? Shall theſe eyes be 
again bleſt with his ſight? Perhaps, in thy heavenly 
manſions, thou now Mxeſt him the reward of ſuch 
exalted virtue. 
St. Pierre [not perceiving Lyſimon]. "I this 
| Glence aſtoniſhes me. What powerful motives,— 
I. Ladvances a little) What ſhall I do? I 
know no one here, who will have the goodneſs to 
| conduct my trembling ſteps ? 
St. Pierre [to himſelf J. Certainly, tis neither 
= remorls nor ſhame that prevents his ſpeaking ; tis 
eaſily ſeen the regret with which he keeps the ſe- 
cret. I believe his father is concern'd in it; but 
Cecilia expects me; I muſt inform her of what has 
|  happen' d. I have my ſuſpicions. | [ Going. 
I. | flops him] Sir, I am a ſtranger here ; take 
pity on a wretched old man! *Tis nature, alas! "ris 
paternal love, which forces me from the tomb of 
a faithful wife, and makes me, by a laſt effort, in 
. ſpite of the weight of years, come to this melan- 
. choly place, ſo diſtant from my home. I am come 
here to fulfil the ſevere laws of a ſacred duty; 
but that duty is dear to me. I have a ſon in the 


* I come with tranſport to take again 
thoſe 
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thoſe chains, which he too long has dorne for 
me. | 
St. Pierre. In your place, ſaid _ to mitigate 
your pains ? 

Ly/. His generous hands bear my chains ; and 
I am now come to take the weight upon myſelf; 
If I am in time, I ſhall die happy. 

St. Pierre. Pray, Sir, what is your ſon's name? 

Lyſ. His name is Andrew. 

St. Pierre. Andrew | 

Ly. Can you give me any account of him? 18 
he by chance known to you? | 

St. Pierre [with trahſport]. Aatew As he 
your ſon! Is it your chains that he bears es, 
yes, I know him!—*Tis then as I ſufpected; my 
conjectures are true; how my heart is tranſported! 
— Come, let us fly to her ! What joy this news 
will give her !-=Burt hold, I muſt be thoroughly 
inforni'd.— Come, follow me, my good old man; 
'tis Heaven that directed your ſteps to this place 
you muſt inform me of every thing: you have 
happily addreſs'd yourſelf to a proper perſon; and 
I will ſerve you, for I am intereſted in ſo doings 
Though fortune has, and ſtill continues, to perſe- 
cute me, if I can be the inſtrument. of their hap- 
pineſs, life is dear to me, and I thank Heaven for 
preſerving it. No man can be altogether unfor- 
tunate, that has it in his power to render others 
happy. "es  Exeunts 

End of Acr the FourTH. 
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Enter Count Beaufort and Saint Pierre. 


H. Pierre. FF OU would not believe me, and 
you are right in ſo doing. In 
this age, ſuch an action is too noble, too great, 
even to wear the appearance of probability. But 
hold Here comes the reſpectable old man.— 


Euter Lyſimon. 


You muſt hear the ſtory. from himſelf. 

Ly, I ſhall always with joy ſpeak of thoſe mis- 
fortunes which have mark'd my miſerable life ; 
dreadful as they are, my contented ſoul finds a ſe- 
cret pleaſure in relating them. To ſpeak of the 
virtues of my ſon, who deſery'd a better fate, to 
recall the memory of what I owe him, is uttering 
his eulogium; and at the ſame time that I publiſh 
his glory, it reflects honour on myſelf. | Turning to 
the Count] Perhaps you have already heard it 
from Andrew, that we are of a different religion 
than what is tolerated in France. It was the will 
of Heaven that we were born in it, and we are not 
[ | to 
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to be condemn'd for continuing in the religion of 

our fathers; I think our hearts have nothing to, 
| reproach us with; as for the reſt, reaſon, and its 
weak lights, might have been able to have dazzled 
us with a falſe glare: virtuous and refign'd, if we 


labour under error, we dare place our reliance on 


the goodneſs of Heaven, and think we may merit 
the indulgence of mankind. 


Count | to St. Pierre]. See with what warmth he 
eſpouſes his party; he is, without doubt, a martyr 


for his religion. 


St. Pierre. He is, however, a good man, and one 


cannot help reſpecting him. 

Lyſ. A long time had Rochelle afforded me an 
aſylum, where we enjoy'd an obſcure and ſafe re- 
treat, when I, follow'd by my wife and ſon, left it 
to ſettle at Tholouſe; there I hop'd in ſafety to 
follow my religion, and inſtru& my brethren : but 
the time was come, when the Almighty Ruler of 
the Univerſe, who till then had been propitious to 
me, and who had cover'd me under the ſhadow of 
his protecting wing, withdrew his care from me, 
and doom'd my eyes to inceſſant tears. I found 
myſelf, to my great ſurprize, condemn'd for ever 
to the gallies. 

Sr. Pierre. What were you going to do at 
Tholouſe? 

Count, It was the ſevere laws againſt the Hugo- 
nots., 


F 2 L/ 
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L/. Already were they dragging me to this 


| dreadful place, when, lo]! on a ſudden I ſaw my 


ſon, my dear Andrew; - precipitate were his ſteps, 
the different emotions of nature ſhone, and inflam'd 
his eyes with ardour, and exalted his courage: he 
gave a loud cry, threw himſelf before me, and 
preſſing me in his arms; © Stop,” cried he, © no, 
my honour'd father, you ſhall not go! Fly io 
% my dear mother; alas! ſhe is dying; fly! and 
* recall to life my amiable parent, who dies with- 
% out your aid. You, my father, are at liberty ! 
% come to bear your chains !”—Confounded 
and aſtoniſh'd, I could ſcarce ſpeak, when behold 
my ſon caſt himſelf at the teet of my conductor; 
he preſs'd, conjur'd, and; employing both tears 
and money, he obtain'd his wiſh, and was led a 
captive to this place, in the room of his unfortu- 
nate father! 
St. Pierre. Well, my friend what os you 
think of this matter? Vou ſay nothing. 
Count. J am in extacy. 

8. Pierre. 1 believe it. | 

* Ly: At that moment I was leſs generous than. 
he; my grief, my ſurprize, depriv'd me of the 
power of utterance. Andrew, tranſported wich 
obtaining ſo ſorrowful a favour, took my chains, 
and ſupplied my place; with an aching heart, I 
ſilently ſuffer d. ſo unheard-of an, exchange, and 
gave way to his filial piety. Not to tire you, I 
ſubmitted, in hopes of reſtoring by my preſence 
1 1 7 his 
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his unhappy mother: my aſſiſtance prevented her 
then from ending her days, but ſhe paſs'd the re- 
mainder of her life in tears; in the midſt of indi- 
gence and continual alarms, without ceaſing, we 
wept the fate of our unhappy ſon. Sometimes I 
had thoughts of leaving her in Cevennes, where 
we had taken refuge, and return here to take my 
chains; but ſhe retain'd me with redoubled cries ; 
at length her ſtrength fail'd her, and ſhe expir'd 
in my arms with the name of her beloved Andrew 
in her mouth. With pious tears I dug her grave, 
and with my own hands perform'd the laſt fad 
office to the manes of my beloved wife. Alas! 
in acquitting myſelf of this mournful charge, I 
ought to have follow'd her to the grave, to have 
ſunk with her to calm oblivion, and forgot the 
wrecks of life. But another duty as ſacred to me 
remain'd yet to be perform'd : I have a ſon, a dear, 
a ſacred pledge, who by my death would have 
groan'd out a tedious life of ſlavery; my wiſhes 
were, firſt to deliver him from bondage, and to 
finiſh his miſery, before kind death breaks my 
chain, and calls me from wretched exile home, to 
rejoin me to his mother. 

Count [to St. Pierre]. We have heard enough. 
Why do we ſtay here? Madame Olban is at this 
inſtant bath'd in tears, and a prey to the moſt 
poignant grief; let us fly to her, and take this 
good old man with us; e muſt.— 


F 3 K. Pierre. 
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St. Pierre [ holding him}. Her | Joy would yet be 
but incomplete; let us delay it, in order to render 
it perfect; tis your affair, and do you act as you 
think proper. | 

Count. How ! 

St. Pierre. Are you not a friend of the Commiſ- 
ſioners? | 

Count, I underſtand you; perhaps they will pay 
ſome attention to my intreaties; I flatter myſelf I 
ſhall be able to prevail with them, and they will 
wiſh to oblige me. 

St. Pierre. I think you are not in earneſt. — 

Oblige you !—"T1s they who will have obligations 

to you; 'tis doing an important ſervice to people 

in power, to ſuggeſt the good they have | it in their 
wer to perform. 

Ly/. | looking at the gallies] Without doubt that 
is the ſad galley which contains my unhappy ſon ; 
I dare not look on it; trembling and confus'd, | 
ſink under the weight of my grief and deſpair. 
God ! what a wretched abode for ſo much virtue! 
—[To St. Pierre] Let us delay no longer, Sir; con- 
duct me to my ſon, let me go. 

St. Pierre. Stay, it is not yet time. 

Ly/. Ah! you haye promis'd me! 

St. Pierre, I do fo ſtill; but you muſt conform 
to what! deſire; you ſhall ſee him by and by; I 
have my reaſons. | To the Count] We will wait the 
retult of your care, 

[Exit St. Pierre, leading out Lyſimon. 
Count . 
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Count, 1 hope it will ſucceed to our wiſhes; 

equity in this caſe obliges to pardon. I will tell 

them every thing; they- will not be able to with- 

hold it; had they even hearts of ſtone, this me- 
lancholy ſtory would melt them to compaſſion. 


Enter Cecilia and Amelia. 


Cec. Send me this unhappy man; I wiſh once 
more to ſee him. 

Count. I obey your orders. 

Ame. O God! deign to ſupport my r 
friend under her misfortunes ! 

Count. Madam, he will do it; let hope ſupport 
you; adien !—{ To Amelia] I do not explain my- 
ſelf, comfort her; perhaps in a few moments her 
afflictions will be at an end. [Exit Count. 
[Cecilia is plung'd in a profound reverie, and pays 

no attention to what the Count ſaid, but Amelia 

appears tranſported. | 
Ame. Ah! Madam! attend to that fortunate 
preſage ! It is not without reafon that he ſpeaks in 
this manner.—Yes ! they have diſcover'd a lucky 
omen, a ſecret joy appear'd in his eyes; believe 
me, I know his heart too well to be deceiv'd ; he 
looks contented, he looks ſatisfied. I would fain 
hope every thing. Yes! I ſhould not be much 
ſurpriz'd, if Providence was to work ſome miracle 
in your favour ; it is due to your exalted virtue. 
—You do not hear me, you appear motionleſs 
F 4 and 
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and abſorb'd in affliction. What! is your foul 
afraid to give way to pleaſing hope? The Count 
has told me that your mistorfunes « are coming to a 
concluſion. 

Cec. [ina weak and faint voice, without changing 
her attitude] Les? in the grave my griefs will ter- 
minate. | | 

Ame. Can yon, my dear friend, entertain ſuch a 
thought? 

Cec. I ſpeak the truth. 

Ame. You make me tremble. | 

Cec. Yes! the blow is ſtruck, and I perceive 
the end of my days approach. 

Ame. Alas! you do not think ſo? 

Cec. Ves! I am on the brink of diſſolution, 
and my foul rejoices at it; my life was too full of 
misfortunes, and death is a happineſs in the ſitua- 
tion J am in. It is in vain to attempt with falſe 
hopes to amuſe my ſorrows, and ſooth my ſuffer- 
ings. I have, as much as I have been able, en- 
courag'd theſe deluſions; tis they only that have 
kept me alive; they are now at an end, and the 
meaſure of my days is complete. 

Ame. Ah! Madam! what have you ſaid! You 
quit this life, and you rejoice at it. [Amelia 
taking the hand of Cecilia, and preſſing it io her 
lips] Conſider that it is io me, your friend, that 
you ſpeak thus. — Alas! you no longer love me! 
Cec. Ah! my poor Amelia! — Pardon my 
| flelpair Alas! I ſhould have. had too many 
thanks | 
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thanks to have render'd to Heaven, if my heart, 
which it form'd too ſenſible, and too tender, had 
been confin'd at this hour to the charms of thy 
friendſhip only, and had never known the conta- 
gious poiſon of Love. Death muſt put an end to 
my misfortunes; I ought to wiſh it, and yet 1 
tremble at the, fight of my grave : I cannot with- 
out horror think of parting with you; thy loſs 1s 
the only one I have to regret in this world. The 
greateſt conſolation I have in my griet is, that at 
my death I do not leave you unprovided ; I have 
divided my fortune between you and Saint Pierre. 
[Amelia zweeps.} You weep, my dear Amelia, I 
cannot blame your tears! You loſe a friend that 
loves you with the utmoſt tenderneſs [embracing 

Her]. Thou wilt not forget her, I dare perſuade 
myſelf!— Yes, I know thy ſoul ! Liſten to a prayer 
which gives you the laſt proof of my tenderneſs, 
put yourſelf in my place, take care of this unfor- 
tunate wretch IA recommend him to your protec- 
tion. Alas! though he was born for——Gods! 
'tis he! I freeze! I tremble Alas! I feel that 
Jam going to expire before him. 


Enter Andrew. 


{Amelia zyeeps bitterly, Andrew advances ſlowly, 
Cecilia ca/ts down her eyes at his approach, and 
remains filent \, 
Cec. [to Andrew] Think not that by a new 
eſfort I want to extort from thee the ſecret of thy 
condition z 
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condition ; I know too well that I have no longer 
any influence over thee. Keep, keep for ever, 
this cruel ſilence ! it is your choice, and I conſent ' 
to it. At the eve of this fatal hour, at the brink 
of the grave, every thing becomes indifferent, not- 
withſtanding I am not able to deny myſelf for the 
laſt time, —ſhall I ſay the pleaſure, or the horror, 
of ſeeing you, before I breathe my laſt !—Ah!_ 
every thing tells me in vain, that I onght to abhor 
"thee; thou art the fatal cauſe of my misfortunes, 
thou depriy'ſt of life but cruel as thou art, thou 
canſt not rob me of my love! [Heep My 
death, if it renders not this declaration pardon- 
able, will at leaſt atone for it.—Innocent, or 
guilty, I die adoring thee !—Might I!—O! fup- 
port me! [ Amelia, affrighted, runs to ſupport her. 

Ame, My friend! 

Cee. | fenking into the arms of inten Alas! I 
expire 

Andr. [with emotion} Ah! what do I ſee! 

Ame. Thy work, barbarian !—Thy cruelty has 
caus'd her death ; look upon her ! 

Cec. | half fainting in the arms of Amelia] My 
God! haſten my laſt hour, and put an end to my 
ſufferings. 

Audr. [running to Cecilia, and kifjing her hand | 
No ! live to love me!—My Cecilia, live !—live, to 
bleſs me with thy eſteem ! ! I am yet worthy of it. 


Look __ me. 


| Cec. 
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Cec. [ looking languiſhingly on him without with- 
drawing her hand, which he keeps preſs'd to his 
lips] I live Ah! thou doſt not wiſh it! | 

Andr. O Heaven! I can no longer reſiſt thy 
will.—W hatever be the conſequence, I will ſpeak. 

Cec. Ungrateful Andrew! we who had ure 
the ſame pains, the ſame pleaſures— 

Andr. You have prevail'd, I ſubmit ; you ſhall 
know every thing. 

Cec. [rijing from the arms of Amelia] Thou re- 
viv'ſt my ſenſes, - but do not delude me with falſe 
hopes. My friend, thy ſecrets (doſt thou not 
know it?) do not quit thy breaſt when they enter 
mine. Go on then; ſpeak, I conjure thee, by all 
the ſacred ties of Love and Nature! by this ar- 
dent flame, which in ſpite of myſelf ever rages 
within me ! by my tears, which have never flown 
but for thee —nay more! I conjure thee, by the 
virtuous father !|— 

Andr. Good Heavens! what have you ſaid !— 
'Tis he himſelf! Yes, alas! *tis my father! who 
has till this inſtant compel'd me to filence | ſeeing 
Lyſimon, and ſtartingJ. Ah! 'tis he!—tis he 
himſelf !—it is my father, if he is yet alive. 


Enter Count, Saint Pierre, and Lyſimon. 


Lyſ. [L. hing into the arms of his jon] Yes, my 

ſon, thy father lives. 
Andr. | embracing him with tranſport ] My father! 
Cec. 
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Cec. Lyſimon ! 

Andr. O Heavens! by what divine favour ! 

Cec. | embracing Lyſimon] Behold thy Cecilia. 

Ly/. And thou alſo, my daughter. 

Cec. [with vivacity] Then he is innocent. 
Andr. How my heart is elated !—Oh! my father! 
—And 1s it really you that I embrace ll am no 
longer an object of compaſſion ; by this dear, this 
fond embrace, thy ſon receives ample recompence 
for all his ſufferings!—What tranſports fill my 
breaſt! with what tenderneſs do I embrace thee! — 
But what do I ſay !—to what dangers do you ex- 
poſe yourſelf ? I tremble to ſee you, my father; 
how have you been able to venture to this place ? 
Who conducted you, and what is your buſineſs ? 

LZyf. Ah! Andrew! fince thou ſeeſt me, canſt 
thou aſk the reaſon? 

Cec. I dare not yet perſuade myſelf it is — 
Yes, it is he! it is Lyſimon ! Tating hold of his 
hand} O unexpected meeting ! what happineſs, 
my reſpected friend, my father! 

Lyſ. Jembracing them by turns] My children! 
my dear children! would I could die in your em- 
braces! How many charms have you in my fight ! 

But my joy is too great; too much happineſs ſuc- 
|  ceeds ſuch dreadful misfortunes. My eyes, already 
clouded with tears, no longer behold you; and my 
1 d heart pants no longer but with difficulty. 
[ Leaning on Andrew. 


Cec. 
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Cec. Thanks to Heaven! now at laft I am cer- 
tain of it; Andrew is not culpable. O no! I cart 
no longer doubt of it, now I ſee him in * arms; 
tis in vain that thoſe chains 

Lyſ. [with rapture] Reſpect them, my daugh- 
ter; the gold which adorns the brow of royalty, 
and in which the rich man ſhines, gives them leſs 
brilliancy, than theſe glorious chains give my ami- 
able ſon ; they are the offspring of his virtue, the 
honour of nature, and the efforts of courage. 

Andr. | with an affrighted air] Ah! for Hea- 
ven's ſake, ceaſe !—you terrify me,—take care 
what you ſay ! 

Lyſ. [in an effuſion of tenderneſs] O thou! who 
art worthy of a father ſenſible and tender, but leſs 
hated by Providence, and more fortunate than my- 
ſelf !—O my ſon, my dear ſon! that name which 
fills my ſoul with joy, who haſt ſo nobly fulfild- 
the duties of a child; that name, alas! has prov'd 
fatal to thee, and has been the cauſe of all thy 
misfortunes ; thy tenderneſs has far exceeded the 
limits which Heaven itſelf. has preſcrib'd to filial 
love; and by fo generous a ſacriſice for an un- 
happy father haſt ſhewn a greater inſtance than 
I deſery'd. Do not then oppoſe the defign that 
brings me here; you were too generous When you 
took my chains; and I only do an act of juſtice, by 
returning and taking them upon myſelf. 

Andr. O God! What do you ſaß ? 


Ly. 


— — p 
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L/ That which I will pabliſh !—that which 
the whole univerſe—— 

; Cec. What! thoſe chains! 

Lyſ. Are mine; — he has borne the weight of 
theſe ſhameful chains for my fake; ; but I am come 
to retake them. 

Cec. | lifting up her hands in a tranſport of joy} 
Ah! Saint Pierre, Amelia, Count, do you hear! 
[Addreſſing herſelf to Amelia} Doſt thou hear, my 
friend! 

Andr. Loſe no time, my dear father; fly from 
this fatal place! ffy, I beſeech you, return to my 
dear mother. 

Lyſ. [weeping] Alas! the is no more. 
Andr. What do I hear? Juſt Heaven, my mo- 


ther! 


Cec. [weeping | Is ſhe then dead? the to whom F 
was ſo dear? 

Lyſ. It was only, my dear ſon, to relieve her 
ſorrows that I confented you ſhould take my 
chains; but now that ſhe has finiſh'd her painful 


| career, depriv'd of that dear object, Il am no longer 


but a father: having fulfil'd my affection towards 
her, I muſt now fulfil it towards you, I ſhall then 
have completed every duty. [ Lyfimon turns to the 
Count, and throws himſeꝶ at his feet] The favour 


I requeſt depends entirely upon you, at your feet 
I implore it. 


Andr. | throwing himſelf at the feet of the Count) 
No! do not liſten to him ! 
* 4 Cer, 
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Cec. [throwing herſelf into tbe arms of Amelia] 
O my friend! my heart is breaking. 

St. Pierre. O God! look down on this noble 
conflit! deign one moment to caſt thy eyes upon 
the earth ! this ſight is worthy thy attention. 

Lyſ. Have compaſſion, Sir; take pity on my 
afflictions; hear the fighs of a wretched old man. 
Behold theſe hairs grown white with ſorrow, this 
forehead wrinkled with age; behold theſe tears, 
and do not ſee them but with an eye of pity. I 
ought to have been brought to this ſad, this me- 
lancholy place, *twas I that was condemn'd to fla- 
very: my fon is innocent; his chains belong to 
me, reſtore them to me, and let theſe trembling 
hands ſuſtain their weight. 

Andr. Ah! Sir! do not believe it; it is, alas! 
paternal love, which induces him, for the ſake of 
a beloved child, to devote himſelf to miſery, and 
accuſe himſelf. | Turning himſelf to his father, with 
his hands join d] And you, my honour'd, my re- 
ſpected father, I beſeech you fly this place, and 
leave me to my chains; their weight is to me 2 
pleaſure, but thy weak old age would fink under 
them; I am young, and better able to bear them 
than you. | FE . 
L/. No! you would bear them too long: thy 
youth ought nor, for the few unhappy days which 
remain to me, to pine away in flavery the many 
years which Providence may allot you. [Again 
embracing the knees of the Count] In the name of 

God, 
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God, Sir, grant my requeſt! let Nature hear! let 
Equity prevail upon you A ſpeak the truth, I do 
not deceive you. Believe my ſighs, do not refuſe 
me the favour ! Alas! it is not great, tis _ ſla- 


very that I beg for. 


Count [raiſing them up, and 3 Them by 


turns]. Riſe, good old man! and thou, generous 


ſon !/—Riſe, my friends, and let me embrace you 


4 both. What noble ſouls do you poſſeſs! how far 
ſuperior to ours! You were at my feet, when I 


ought to have been at yours: but for an inſtant I 
was willing to let you make a full diſplay of all 
your virtues before us; it does honour to the age, 
and your liberty is the leaſt recompence ſo much 
heroiſm deſerves. I have obtain'd that favour for 


you; it muſt meet with the approbation of a king, 


whoſe clemency moderates, when requiſite, the 


rigour of the law: he eſteems virtue wherever it 


ſnines conſpicuous; and, praying Heaven to en- 


lighten your minds, he treats you as ſtray'd 


children, whom he, ſtil} loves, cheriſhes, and 
wiſhes to conſider of his family. 

Lyſ. As for love towards him, ours is as firmly 
attach'd to him as thoſe of his other ſubjects: divided 
in points where we perhaps wander in error, we 
are united in others-,not leſs ſacred; to ſerve our 
country, and love our king, are tenets. common to 

all parties. 
8 day ! 0 — day! what a propitious 


change! 
Ane. 


OR, FILIAL PIETY. | 8r 
Ame. ¶ to the Count] Though I did not love you 
before, what you have now done would ſecure to 
you the poſſeſſion of my heart. [To Cecilia, em- 
bracing her] My dear friend, permit me to con- 


gratulate you on this happy change! 


St. Pierre [taking Andrew by the band, ind 
joining it with that of Cecilia]. "Tis my hand that 


ought to preſent to you this deſerving lover; he: 
is worthy: of you; at laſt be united. [To Andrew} 
And thou, my friend, receive from me this adora- 
ble woman ! though your virtues cannot be too 
much admir'd, the reward you now receive, 
perhaps, ſurpaſſes them. 
Cec. [leaning with aſfection on the arm of Saint 
Pierre, zwith the other prevents Andrew from going 
on his knees | Ah! Sir! 

St. Pierre ¶ looking on both, with a ſatisfied joyful 
and contented air]. My happineſs is greater than 
yours, ſince I have liv'd to fee you both happy. 

Cec. [Lto Lyſimon | My father, join alſo theſe two 
lovers | pointing to Count Beaufort and Amelia}, 
and give us all your bleſſing. 

Ly/. Come near, my children, Andrew, Cecilia, 
and you by whoſe hands Providence has put an 
end to my misfortunes. Let the Arbiter of Fate, in 
your union, deign to make you as happy as you 
deſerve! May your ſentiments, your diſpoſitions, 
revive one day in your children ! that may prove 
worthy of your love, and who, by paying you the 


reward of your virtues, may make you like me, in 
0 a ſimi- 
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a ſimilar moment of joy, bleſs Heaven for the hap- 
' Pineſs of making you a father. | 

Cec. [to Saint Pierre] Our happineſs would not 
be complete, unleſs you conſent to live with us, 
be one of the family, and become my brother. 

S. Pierre. I accept the title. Yes, in ſpite of 

-my chagrin, you have reconcil'd me to mankind 
this world is not ſo barbarous, ſo unciviliz'd an 
abode as I thought it; there are ſtill many honeſt 
men to be found more than I believ'd; and I fee 
that a wiſe man ought to bear with he wicked, — 


for the fake of the good. 
kane Onmes. 


THE END. 


